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PREFACE 

THE  first  edition  of  this  little  book  achieved 
at  least  a  rarity  beyond  its  merits:  for  the 
greater  part  of  it — before  it  could  reach  the  book- 
sellers— was  destroyed  in  a  warehouse  fire.  Full 
forty  years  have  passed  since  that  time,  years  for 
the  writer  full  of  work  which  suffered  few  and 
short  periods  of  release.  Moreover  such  leisure 
as  College  duties  afforded  was  devoted  partly  to 
travel,  partly  to  study  and  research  in  other 
fields,  in  which  the  interest  was  oriental  rather 
other  than  classical. 

But  among  other  encouragements  which  I 
have  received  in  the  past  I  have  always 
treasured  a  letter  from  Walter  Pater;  and  this, 
overcoming  a  reluctance  which  may  easily  be 
understood,  I  have  resolved  to  publish.  For 
although  I  have  no  wish  to  parade  such  praise 
as  it  contains,  yet  I  cannot  but  feel  that  any 
letter  from  so  great  a  writer  as  Pater  has 
its  own  interest,  quite  apart  from  any  special 
purpose.  I  should  add  that  the  reference  to 
Mr  Edmond  Gosse  is  not  printed  without  his 
sanction,  which  was  duly  sought  and  very 
cordially  given.  The  letter  runs  as  follows: 
b  ix 


PREFACE 
2  Bradmore  Road,  Oxford 

Mar.31  [1881] 
My  dear  Butler, 

I  have  been  reading  your  translations  with 
extreme  pleasure  at  so  much  skill  in  both 
Greek  and  English.  Your  versions,  while  they 
seem  very  close  to  the  original,  make  in  them- 
selves a  delightful  book  of  verse. 

I  am  sending  a  copy  to  E.  W.  Gosse,  who 
is  I  think  a  master  in  all  metrical  secrets,  and 
delighting  also  in  all  Greek  things,  will  I  feel 
sure  be  pleased  with  your  work;  also  to  one  or 
two  others  to  whom  I  am  glad  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  making  a  little  present. 

I  was  very  pleased  to  hear  that  you  had 
decided  to  return  to  Oxford,  and  hope  you  will 
be  always  very  far  from  regretting  your  sever- 
ance from  the  lotuses  and  the  gold  of  Egypt, 
for  the  share  of  which,  however,  in  the  genesis 
of  your  charming  little  book  I,  for  one,  am 
grateful. 

Believe  me, 

Very  sincerely  yours, 
W.  H.  PATER. 

With  this  letter  I  have  always  kept  the  hope 
that  I  might  one  day  find  time  to  enlarge  and 
remodel  the  original  volume:  and  that  hope 
is  now  accomplished. 
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The  epigrams  here  added  very  greatly  out- 
number those  of  the  1881  volume.  The  English 
renderings  are  based  upon  the  same  principles 
of  translation,  and  the  aim  has  been  to  make 
them  read  like  English  verse  and  stand  as 
English  verse  apart  from  the  Greek  originals. 
Yet  in  pursuance  of  that  aim  the  obligation  of 
fidelity  has  not  been  forgotten,  and  in  this 
edition  I  am  able  to  set  out  the  Greek  text 
which  was  wanting  before,  so  that  for  those 
who  love  Greek  there  is  at  least  an  easy  refuge 
from  any  faults  of  the  English. 

The  original  preface  is  given  almost  as  it 
stood,  save  for  such  changes  as  follow  from  the 
altered  arrangement  and  altered  headings. 
For  the  order  of  the  epigrams  in  the  old  volume 
had  to  be  broken  up,  so  that  the  new  renderings 
might  fall  better  into  place:  and  under  the 
heading  of  'Temple  Offerings'  a  new  series  of 
poems  is  added.  These  votive  epigrams  are 
some  of  the  most  delightful  and  most  moving 
in  the  Anthology,  giving  in  many  curious 
flashes  just  such  a  sense  of  electric  intimacy 
with  the  daily  life  and  common  occupations  of 
the  Greeks  as  is  caught  from  a  hundred  fami- 
liar little  things  stored  in  classical  museums. 

But  if  the  original  preface  is  reproduced 
with  little  change,  the  reason  is  not  that  I  find 
in  it  little  to  require  amendment.  On  the  con- 
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trary  I  would  readily  acknowledge  that  there 
is  plenty  of  scope  for  omission  and  for  addition 
of  matter,  as  well  as  for  correction  of  phrase. 
Yet  such  a  revision  if  once  begun  might  well 
draw  on  to  a  rewriting  of  the  whole,  for  which 
I  have  no  adequate  materials  at  hand;  and, 
wanting  perhaps  something  of  the  will,  I 
prefer  to  leave  it  in  the  main  alone. 

How  great  has  been  my  disadvantage  from 
lack  of  books  will  be  understood  when  I  men- 
tion a  coincidence  otherwise  neither  very 
curious  nor  very  significant.  For  as  most  of 
the  poems  in  the  first  edition  were  written  in 
Egypt,  so  it  happens  that  all  those  here  added 
fell  to  be  written  out  of  England — in  Corsica, 
in  Italy,  on  the  Mediterranean  Sea,  on  the 
Atlantic,  on  the  Canadian  prairies,  or  here  in 
this  far  island  on  the  shores  of  the  Pacific. 

Vancouver  Island,  July  1921. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1881 

THE  revival  of  Hellenism  in  England  will, 
I  think,  be  of  some  service  to  the  cause  of 
scholarship,  as  it  is  likely  to  encourage  the  only 
type  of  it  which  has  much  chance  of  living  on  in  a 
modern  atmosphere.  For  the  pedantic  style  of 
scholarship  must  give  way  to  the  artistic:  the 
love  of  form  and  colour  in  language  must 
replace  the  craze  for  analysis.  Already  the 
truism  that  the  study  of  Greek  art  and  ar- 
chaeology forms  a  vital  part  of  a  classical 
education  is  being  welcomed — though  shyly, 
as  novel  doctrine — at  schools  and  universi- 
ties. Union  with  art  will  give  to  scholarship 
those  bolder  aims  and  higher  purposes  which 
alone  can  save  it  from  decay.  For  in  the  end, 
scholarship  does  not  mean  raking  among  the 
dust  of  a  dead  language  for  relics  of  roots  or 
atoms  of  grammar;  it  is  rather  the  study  of 
living  beauty  in  shapes  of  speech,  and  its 
highest  result  is  not  the  knowledge  of  tenses 
and  particles,  but  the  power  of  understanding 
and  loving  what  is  beautiful  in  the  writings  of 
great  writers  and  in  the  world  of  nature.  Every 
artist  would  be  better  for  being  first  a  scholar: 
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I  believe  a  right  study  of  the  language  in  con- 
nexion with  the  art  of  Hellas  is  the  best  train- 
ing an  artist  could  have;  that  nothing  else  can 
in  the  same  way  refine  the  sense  of  form  and 
colour  and  develop  artistic  power.  Quite  a 
contrary  result  must  come  from  the  old  style 
of  scholarship,  which  would  grope  among  the 
cobwebs  instead  of  admiring  the  architecture, 
or  would  pound  the  gems  in  a  mortar  in  order 
to  analyse  their  powder.  As  the  artist  is  a 
student  of  beautiful  forms  in  nature,  so  the 
scholar  is  a  student  of  beautiful  forms  in  lan- 
guage; and  as  no  art  can  be  permanent  that 
lacks  ideal  meaning,  so  conversely  no  language 
can  be  permanent  that  lacks  artistic  interest. 
It  is  no  mere  chance  coincidence  that  Greek  art 
and  the  Greek  language  each  attained  an  ex- 
cellence unrivalled  in  human  history.  The 
beauty  of  a  statue,  a  coin,  or  a  ilower  is  the 
same  thing  as  the  beauty  of  a  phrase  or  sen- 
tence: it  requires  the  same  taste  to  feel  pleasure 
in  the  lines  of  a  sea-shell  or  a  fir-cone  as  to 
enjoy  the  mould  of  a  fine  sonnet  or  the  build 
of  a  great  poem.  But  in  art  and  in  literature 
alike  one  desires  to  go  back  beyond  the  mere 
results,  however  fully  their  worth  and  signifi- 
cance be  understood.  The  deeper  we  see  into 
the  spirit  of  the  work,  the  more  we  wish  to 
know  the  spirit  of  the  artist  or  writer,  to  know 
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how  the  mind  of  the  maker  was  made,  the 
stars  that  met  at  his  birth,  the  ways  of  thought 
and  feeling  and  action  of  the  world  in  which  he 
moved. 

The  Anthology,  from  which  the  poems  in 
this  volume  are  borrowed,  may  fairly  claim  the 
double  interest  of  possessing  at  once  para- 
mount artistic  and  antiquarian  value.  There 
is  no  book  like  it  for  the  student  who  wishes  to 
understand  the  motives  and  conditions  of 
Greek  life,  yet  it  is  little  known  or  read  even 
among  scholars.  In  publishing  these  verses,  I 
venture  to  hope  that  more  of  those  who  can 
read  Greek  will  turn  to  the  perusal  of  the 
original  and  that  some  of  those  who  cannot 
may  find  pleasure  in  the  copies. 

The  first  collections — the  Stephanos  of 
Meleager  BC  60,  and  the  Anthologia  of  Philip- 
pus  150  years  later — are  lost.  Cephalas  in  the 
tenth  century  and  Planudes,  a  monk  of  Byzan- 
tium, in  the  fourteenth,  from  whose  works  the 
existing  Anthology  is  compiled,  professed  to 
arrange  by  subject.  The  principle  seems  right, 
in  default  cf  any  certain  chronological  order: 
but  their  arrangement  is  so  loose  and  so  care- 
less of  cross-division,  that  I  have  not  scrupled 
to  depart  from  it  and  lay  down  the  main  lines 
afresh;  though  in  any  order  whatever  some 
cross-division  must  remain,  nor  can  any  group- 
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ing  of  the  poems  fail  to  seem  arbitrary  or  faulty 
in  some  particulars.  When  once,  however, 
these  main  lines  were  fixed,  it  has  not  always 
been  possible  or  desirable  to  plan  out  the  de- 
tails very  minutely.  The  Love-songs,  after  the 
first,  may  follow  roughly  an  order  of  thought 
from  doubt  to  possession,  possession  to  loss  or 
satiety:  the  songs  on  Death  may  fall  into  three 
groups — historical,  literary,  and  domestic:  but 
beyond  this  there  is  more  caprice  than  design 
in  the  way  the  poems  are  sorted.  The  fact  is, 
many  of  them  are  so  essentially  independent 
that  it  would  be  a  blunder  of  taste  to  force  them 
into  any  special  order.  Thus  the  poems  on 
Nature  are  strung  together  without  system: 
between  the  pretty  ode  of  Meleager  and  the 
magnificent  lines  of  Ptolemy  at  the  end  come 
random  little  songs  about  bees,  cicalas,  and 
birds.  All,  however,  show  how  tender  and 
childlike,  yet  how  real  and  deep,  was  the  Greek 
love  of  nature — a  fact  I  cannot  imagine  any- 
one doubting  who  has  understood  six  epithets 
in  Homer  or  seen  a  coin  of  Rhodos  or  Meta- 
pontum. 

In  such  a  miscellaneous  collection,  gathered 
in  many  places,  and  reaching  from  the  earliest 
times  to  the  end  of  the  Alexandrian  period,  it 
would  be  idle  to  look  for  unity  of  style  or 
equality  of  merit.  The  charm  of  each  poem 
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varies  with  the  mood  and  powers  of  the  writer. 
Songs  of  love  and  wine,  and  hope  and  fear,  of 
cross  and  triumph;  hymns  of  delight  in  art  and 
nature  and  life;  dirges  of  sorrow  for  loss  and 
death;  odes  of  melancholy  at  the  utter  vanity 
of  all  things;  praises  of  virtue  and  vice;  and 
cries  from  the  heart's  hopelessness  of  any  sure 
hereafter — these  are  all  found  in  the  Anthology. 
It  is  only  the  most  beautiful  of  the  poems,  the 
most  remarkable  for  passion  or  pathos,  that  I 
have  rendered  in  English.  Sometimes  it  happens 
that  one  lights  upon  a  golden  thought  or  image 
embedded  in  impurities,  and  when  thus 
forced  to  choose  between  abandoning  the  poem 
and  so  losing  the  fine  thought,  or  removing  the 
coarseness,  and  so  far  departing  from  the 
original,  it  may  be  that  I  have  preferred  to  be 
unfaithful.  But  as  a  rule  it  will  be  found  that 
the  renderings  are  fairly  close  and  the  order 
fairly  kept,  while  all  stanzas  of  ten-syllable 
lines  alternately  rhyming — and  these  form  the 
greatest  part  of  the  whole — correspond  line  for 
line  with  the  Greek. 

Where  the  mood  of  the  original  has  seemed 
to  require  a  lyric  metre,  I  have  still  always 
preserved  a  fixed  proportion:  if,  for  example 
an  elegiac  poem  is  turned  into  rhyming  triplets, 
each  couplet  of  the  Greek  answers  to  a  triplet 
in  the  English.  This  law  of  quantitative  corres- 
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pondence  is  one  which  translators,  from  Pope 
downwards,  have  treated  too  cavaHerly:  to  me 
it  seems  essential.  The  model  may  be  copied  no 
doubt  on  a  larger  or  smaller  scale  as  the 
materials  require:  but  what  would  be  thought 
of  a  sculptor  who  in  copying  an  antique  figure 
enlarged  the  scale  of  the  head,  preserved  the 
scale  of  the  foot,  and  diminished  the  scale  of 
the  body  ?  A  poem,  too,  has  its  own  statuesque 
completeness. 

To  the  writer  perhaps  more  than  to  the 
reader,  it  is  a  matter  of  some  interest  that,  as 
much  of  the  original,  so  more  than  half  this 
volume  was  written  in  Egypt.  Almost  every 
town  known  in  Greek  story,  from  Syene  in  the 
far  south  to  Bubastis,  Naucratis,  and  Alexan- 
dria in  the  Delta,  has  contributed  one  or  more 
of  these  English  poems.  After  two  thousand 
years  to  render  a  Greek  song  about  the  Nile 
while  sailing  down  the  same  river,  a  song  about 
Memphis  or  the  Pyramids  in  sight  of  their 
ruins  and  remains,  a  song  about  the  great 
lighthouse  at  Alexandria  while  living  on  the 
very  island  of  Pharos  where  it  stood,  is  perhaps 
a  pleasure  everyone  will  not  appreciate.  But 
beyond  this  'sentimental'  interest,  life  in  the 
East  has  had  its  uses  in  giving  fresh  insight 
into  some  phases  of  Greek  thought  or  habit. 
Of  the  splendour  of  the  Greek  empire  in  Egypt 
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no  token  now  remains  but  here  and  there  a 
silver  coin  or  an  earthen  lamp,  a  marble  shaft 
used  as  a  doorstep  for  the  feet  of  an  Arab,  a 
slab  for  his  bath,  or  a  pillar  for  his  mosque: 
still,  to  live  in  places  hallowed  by  Greek  tradi- 
tions and  in  an  atmosphere  brighter  than  that 
of  Athens,  is  in  itself  to  receive  some  touch  of 
the  Greek  spirit;  and,  what  is  more  important, 
one  finds  much  in  eastern  life  which  belonged 
also  to  Greek  life,  customs  and  ideas  older  than 
the  very  name  of  Hellas,  and  lasting  with  little 
change  since  they  were  received  by  the  Hel- 
lenes. One  realizes  in  fact  the  oriental  side  of 
Greek  manners.  So  if  I  have  been  able  at  all 
to  render  the  spirit  of  my  original  into  English, 
I  owe  something  to  the  sunshine  and  the  con- 
servatism of  Egypt. 

Alexandria,  July  1880. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Aaxpua  ooi  y.od  vep6e  Sta  /Oovoc;,  'HXioStopa, 

Soipou^ai.,  OTopyai;  "kzi^civov  tic,  'AiSav, 
Saxpua  SuqSay.puTa'  TroXuxXauxco  S'  em  TU(jt,[3cp 

OLx-rpcx  yap,  olxTpoc  cpiXav  as  xal  sv  'pOifxevoi;;  Ms/iaypoi; 

aia(^(o,  xsvsocv  siq  'A;(£povTa  /aptv. 
at  ai,  -ou  TO  TToOsivov  e[iol  6aXo^;  apTCacyev  "AtSag 

apTracEV  axjj.aiov  8'  avOoi;  e9ups  xovii;. 
iXka.  az  youvoupiai,  ya  7ravTp69£,  xocv  TiavoSupTOv 
■/jpsua  GoZc,  yjjkizoiq,  jjiaxep,  IvayxdcXtaai. 

VII.  476 
MAPKOT  APPENTAPIOY 
Oux  £O0'  oSto?  epto^,  €i  Tt?  xaXov  slSot;  iyo-jaccv 
^ouXet  ex^iv,  (ppovi[Ji.O!,?  6[jiu.aCT!.  TrsiOopisvo;;- 
■xXk'  oaTiq  xax6[xop(pov  IScov,  Trecpop7]fjievo<;  loi'; 

a-rspysi,  [xa!,vo[i.£vr](;  ex  9p£v6(;  al66[i,evoi;. 
ouToq  epcoc,  Tcup  TOUTO'  xa  yap  xaXa  Tiavxcc?  ofjioitoi; 
xepTiei,  xou^  xpiveiv  elSoi;  tv:iaTO(.[iho\JC,. 

V.  89 
MAKHAONIOT 
"EXxo(;  e/co  xov  spcoxa'  peei  Se  fjioi  eXxcoc  i/cop, 

Saxpuov,  oiTzO.Tiq  ouTroxe  xepaou.£vyj(;" 
zl[ii  xal  ex  xaxoxTjXOC  ay-iiyccvoq,  ouSe  Ma-/awv 

r.T-ta  [xoi  noLaati  oapjjiaxa  Seuojxevcp. 
T-/]Xe96<;  ei|Jii,  xop-/),  ou  Se  yiveo  7rLOT6(; ' Ayikle^jQ' 
xdcXXei  oco  Tiauaov  xov  tioOov,  Oiq  e^aXet;. 

V.  225 
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THE  END 
Tears  for  a  gift  I  bring  thee  in  the  dust, 

The  remnant  of  desire  come  unto  doom, 

And  sorrow's  tears  in  sorrow  on  thy  tomb 
Pour  for  remembrance  of  thy  love  and  trust. 
With  bitter,  bitter  waiHng,  as  I  must, 

I  give  thee  barren  greeting  in  the  gloom. 

Ah  me!  my  lovely  flower  that  brake  in  bloom 
Is  stolen  by  death,  and  in  the  mould  is  thrust. 
O  Earth,  great  mother,  at  my  tears'  behest. 
Close  in  thy  clasp  and  fold  her  gently  to  thy  breast ! 

TRUE  PASSION 
It  is  not  love  to  love  a  lovely  face. 

And  take  a  shrewd  eye's  measure  of  desire. 
Love  is  to  love  where  beauty  hath  no  place, 

To  feel  the  kindling  madness  break  in  fire. 
This,  this  is  burning  passion:  taste  bestows 
On  all  alike  the  love  of  comely  shows. 

AN  OPEN  WOUND 
My  open  wound  of  passion  ever  flows 
With  tears'  distilment,  and  it  cannot  close: 
Not  could  Machaon's  art  compound  a  balm 
To  bring  my  pain-bewildered  spirit  calm. 
Sweet,  play  Achilles  to  my  Telephus, 
And  heal  the  love  wherewith  you  smote  me  thus. 
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POTOINOT 
IlaXXac;  et^aGpifjaaCTa  xal  "Hpv]  j(pu(T07Te8tXo(; 

MaioviS'  EK  KpaS[y)(;  I'a/ov  ajj-qjoTspat. 
OuxETt,  Yujjivou[j(.ea0a'  xpiaii;  [xia  Troi,[jLevo?  apxei* 
ou  xaXov  y)TTao0at  Sl<;  Trspi  xaXXoouvvjc;. 

V.  69 

ASKAHinAAOT 

'EppLiovfl  7rt.6ocvyi  ttot'  iyoi  ouvsTiai^ov,  e^O'Jcr'jr] 
^wvtov  e^  dvOewv  tioixlXov,  ^  na9i7], 

XpucjEK  Ypa[jL[j,aT'  e/ov  SioXou  S'eYsypaTCTO'  9^X21  fxs, 
xal  [JLY]  XuTngOfjc;,  t^v  riq  e/v)  (x'  sTcpoi;. 

V.  158 

MAPKOY  APFENTAPIGT 

Iloteif;  Tidcvxa,  MsXiaaa,  9tXav6eo(;  epya  [xeXLocrT]!;. 

olSa,  xal  eq  xpaSiTjv  touto,  yuvai,  TlGefxai. 
xal  (jIeXl  fjiev  aTa^eii;  utto  xs^^sct^v  yjSu  9i,Xeucya" 

T^v  Se  6eX7]i;,  xsvTpco  TU[i,[jia  9£p£i,(;  aSixov. 

V.  32 

AAESnOTON 

Kal  Trevir)  xal  ipcoq  Suo  [jIOL  xaxdc*  xal  t6  [xsv  oI'cto 
xou9a)(;"  TrOp  8^  9epetv  KuTrptSo;;  ou  Suva[iai. 

V.  50 

MEAEAPPOY 

T7]v  TTUpl  VY)70[jL^vr)v  4"JX"']'^  ^"^  TcoXXaxt  xalTji;, 
(fieu^sT  ,  "Epcoi;"  xauxy),  ctxetXi',  l/ei  TCT^puyai;. 

V.  57 


LOVE    POEMS 

MAEONIS 
Pallas  and  golden-sandalled  Hero  scanned 

Fair  Maeonis  and  joined  in  bitter  cries: — 
'Enough  one  clown's  award:  no  more  we  stand: 

111  were  it  twice  to  fail  of  beauty's  prize.' 

A  WARNING 
I  played  with  her,  and  found  about  her  waist 
A  girdle  of  fair  flowers  most  fairly  traced, 
And  writ  with  golden  letters  all  above, — 
'Love  me,  and  let  another  have  my  love.' 

BEE 
Dear  Bee,  upon  my  heart  the  truth  is  lain— 

Your  ways  do  match  the  wild  bee's,  like  to  like: 
Sweet  honey  on  the  lips  your  kisses  rain. 

But,  an  you  will,  your  sting  can  fiercely  strike. 

PENURY  AND  PASSION 
Two  evils  unto  me  belong — 
Too  light  a  purse  and  passion  all  too  strong: 
And  though  I  bear  with  penury, 
The  fire  of  love  will  ever  conquer  me. 

WINGS 
If  Eros  shall  too  often  set  alight 

A  soul  that  floats  on  burning  springs. 
That  soul  will  linger  not  but  take  to  flight; 

For  it,  like  him,  hath  wings. 


LOVE    POEMS 

APXIOT 

NrjTT!.'  "Epcot;,  TTopOsii;  (jis  to  xpyjyuov  z'iq  (J.e  xevfuGOv 
Trav  au  (BsXoc,  Xoitc'^v  pL'/jxex'  acpati;  yXuotSa, 

d)(g  av  [jLouvov  eXotc  toiq  epis,  xai  Tiva  /pfj^cov 
aXXov  o'ilCTTS'jcyai,  [i.-/)X£T'  eyoLC  ax.iSa. 

V.  58 


OIAOAHMOT 
OuTTOJ  ooi,  xaAuxcov  yupLvov  Ospot;,  ouSs  ^cXacvet. 

PoTput;  6  7rap6eviou(;  TipcoToPoAcov  •/jkpi'o.q. 
aXX'  -/^Sr]  6oa  -ro^a  vioi  0-/;yo'jctiv  "Epcore?, 
AucsiSiy.-/],  xal  Trijp  T'V^srai  eYxpu9iov. 
cp£uyco[JL£v  Sucspcoret;,  so)?  ^sXoc;  oux  IttI  veupy)" 
[jLocvTCt;  eyo)  [xsyaXr,?  aurixa  Trupxaivii;. 

\  .  124 


ANTIC&IAOT 

EItcov  eyoi  xai  TipoaOev,  6t'  Tjv  exi  cpiXxpa  Tspetv/;; 

VTJTria"  CTUfjioXe^ei  Trdcvxa?  dcs^opievT). 
ol  S'  eylXoiv  tov  fjiavxiv.  tS',  6  /povo?,  ov  ttot'  Icpcovo'jv, 

o?)TO(;"  eyoj  Si:  TiaXai  xpaupiaTO?  -^oOavojjL'/jv. 
xai  Tt  TraOco;  Xsuccteiv  pisv,  oXai  9X6y£?"  v^v  S'  aTrovsuao), 

(ppovTiSzq'  r^v  S'  aiTOJ,  TiapOlvo;;.  oi}(6[xe0a. 

V.  Ill 


LOVE    POEMS 

APPEAL  TO  EROS 
Me  you  besiege,  child  Eros!  Empty  then 

Your  quiver  on  me,  leaving  not  a  dart. 
Make  me  the  only  prey  your  arrows  ken. 

With  not  a  bolt  to  strike  another  heart. 

COMING  EVENTS 
Not  yet  the  bud  has  ripened  to  the  rose. 
Nor  with  the  purple  bloom,  that  summer  throws, 
The  cluster  of  thy  maiden  graces  glows. 

Yet  even  now  the  young  desires,  I  ween, 
Upon  the  whetstone  make  their  arrows  keen, 
And  in  thy  heart  there  rolls  a  flame  unseen. 

Away,  then,  luckless  lovers!  let  us  flee. 

Ere  from  the  string  the  feathered  shaft  be  free. 

I  am  the  seer  of  mighty  fires  to  be. 

PROPHETIC 

Even  in  her  days  of  childish  charm  I  warned — 
'She  when  of  age  all  hearts  with  fire  will  melt.' 
The  time  I  boded,  though  the  seer  was  scorned, 
Has  come,  and  I  full  long  the  wound  have  felt. 
To  sight — all  flame:  to  greeting — all  disdain: 
To  vows — all  virgin:  what  then?  I  am  slain. 


LOVE   POEMS 

AAHAON 

Eixpivw  yeiijLtovi  -avsixsXo;;,  &  AioSoipe, 

ou[ibq  epcot;,  aaa9£t  xpivofxsvot;  TreXayei. 
y.al  TTOTs  [J.EV  9aiv£ic;  tcoXuv  ustov,  aXXoxe  8'  a^Ts 

suSio:;,  aPpa  ysXcov  S'  6[i.[i,aaiv  Ixxsyuaat. 
T'j9Xa  S',  OTTCoq  va'jTfi'O^  ev  oi'Stj.aTL,  xuaxxa  txeTpoiv 

Sivsijjjiai,  pteydcXcp  xe^jJiaTt,  TrXa^opisvoq. 
aXXa  pioL  7^  9t,Xir)i;  sxOsi;  ctxottov,  r)  ttocXi  jjiicjovx;, 

W(;  EiSco,  Ttoxepq)  xufjiaxt  vr^xofieSa. 

XII.  156 
MAKHAONIOY  XnATOT 
~HX0£(;  hiioi  TToOeovTt,  Trap'  eX-iSx'  — /]v  S'  Ivi  Ouulw 

E^saaXa^a^  6X7]v  6a[x.8£'!:  9avTaCTL-/]v, 
xal  TpojjLEco,  xpaSiTQ  T£  [3u0qi  TreXstitt^ETai  ol'oTpco, 

^J;ux7;<;  Trviyoixev/]!;  xuptaTi  xuTiptSitp. 
aXX'  £fjt£  Tov  vauTiyov  etc'  Y]7ieipoio  9avevTa 

ato£,  T£a)v  Xi[i,£vojv  EvSoOt,  SE^ajjievr). 

V.  235 
nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 
'H8u,  91X01,  (ji£iS"/]}i.a  TO  AaiSoi;'  vjSu  xal  auxcov 

■/jTTioStvYjTtov  Saxpu/EEi  pX£9apcov. 
yO'-J^a  (zoi  dTrp09aaioTov  etteotevsv,  lyxXiSov  wfxco 

■/)(JL£T£p(p  X£9aXT,V  Sr^pOV  £p£',CTa[i.£V/;' 

}jL'jpo[j.EV/iv  S'  e9iX-/;aa"  Ta  8'  wi;  Spoasp^i;  anb  TTYjy^i; 

Sdcxpua  jjLi,yvu[j.£vcov  tiitite  xa-ra  oTOixaTcov. 
EiTTE  S'  av£ipo[j.£va>"  TijOQ  sLVExa  Saxp'ja  XEt^et?; 

AsiSia  y./]  [iz  Xi7r-/j(;-  eote  yap  opxa-raTai. 

V.  250 
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LOVE  AND  DOUBT 
My  love  is  like  a  storm  in  spring,  meseems, 

When  dim  the  signs  upon  the  sea  arise; 
Now  showers  of  rain  fall,  now  fair  weather  gleams. 

Now  lovely  laughter  breaking  from  thine  eyes. 
Shipwrecked,  mid  blinding  billows  of  the  night 

I  toss  and  plunge  in  clouds  of  flying  foam: 

0  show  me  love  or  hate  for  beacon-light. 
That  I  may  know  what  are  the  waves  I  roam! 

SHIPWRECKED  LOVE 
Past  hope  you  crowned  my  longing,  and  my  soul 

To  truth  from  wild  imagination  woke: 
Yet  o'er  my  quaking  heart  the  depths  do  roll, 

And  in  the  billowy  surge  of  love  I  choke. 

1  am  a  shipwrecked  mariner:  take  my  hand, 
And  bring  me  to  your  haven  on  the  land. 

A  WOMAN'S  FEARS 
Sweet  is  the  smile  of  Lais,  sweet  the  rain 

Of  teardrops  from  her  gently  twinkling  eyes. 
Last  eve  her  head  had  longtime  sweetly  lain 

Against  me,  when  she  fell  to  sudden  sighs. 
I  kissed  her  sorrow:  but  tear  after  tear 

Fell  down  our  meeting  lips  like  showers  of  dew. 
'What  ails  thee,  maiden?'  'Ah!'  she  cried,  'I  fear 

Thou  wilt  forsake  me:  men's  troth  is  not  true.' 


LOVE   POEMS 

AAOEIGY  MITTAHNAIOY 

TXyj^ove?,  olc,  avspaaro^  e<pu  ^ioc,,  oute  yap  Ip^at 
eujaapEt;,  out'  eiTCeiv  har'i  ri  voacpt,  ttoGcov. 

xal  yap  eyci  vuv  el[il  Xirpj  [3paSu(;"  ei  S'  e^iSoifjiL 
SeivocpiXov,  CTTepoTTTic;  TrxTjoofxai,  o^uxepoi;. 

TouvExev  ou  9euy£LV  yXuxuv  qjiepov,  dXXa  Sicoxstv, 
Tract,  >.eyco'  ^^u/vic;  ecttlv  "Epcoq  axovv]. 

xii.  18 

MAPKOT  APFENTAPIOY 

MyjVT,  xpua6xEpo)<;  SspxT)  tocSe,  xal  TrupiXajJLTTEL? 

aaTEpe?,  ou?  xoXttok;  'QxEavog  Myzzai, 
&q  ys  [xovov  TipoXiTCOuoa  [jLupoTivoo?  <^T^X^^'  'Aptaxy), 

EXTair;v  8'  supsTv  t/jv  (xayov  ou  Suvafxai. 
aXX'  EfjiTT-/)?  auTY]v  ^7)Ty)ao{i.£V  ■/]  p'  lv:mi\i'\i(x) 

KuTTpiSot;  t/vEuxai;  apyup£ou<;  oxuXaxai;. 

V.  16 

MEAEAPPOT 

'Ev  CTol  Ttxfxa,  MutaxE,  Piou  Trpuptv/jai,'  dvyJTTTai." 
ev  aoi,  xal  ^ux'^q  TuvEupia  to  XEt.96£v  eti. 

val  ydp  Sy)  xd  od,  xoups,  Td  xal  y.oi(poXai  XaXsuvTa 
6[XfjiaTa,  val  [Jid  to  ctov  9aiSp6v  ETriaxuviov, 

7]v  (jLot  auvv£9^(;  6[jL[i,a  pdX-f]?  ttoxe,  }(et[jia  SsSopxa' 
T^v  8'  tXapov  pX£^[/Y)(;,  r)Su  x£0r)Xev  sap. 

XII.  159 
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LOVE  AND  WORK 
Woe  for  the  loveless  lives!  for  passion-free 

In  word  and  work  a  man  doth  feeble  things. 
Mine  is  a  sluggard  soul;  yet  kenning  thee, 

Quicker  than  lightning  forth  I  speed  on  wings. 
So  follow  sweet  desire,  nor  turn  to  flee;  — 

'  Love  gives  the  soul  her  edge,'  the  wise  man  sings. 


LOST 
Look  down,  O  golden  moon,  and  starry  fires, 

Whom  Ocean  clasps  caressing  to  her  breast! 
My  sweet  love  leaves  me  lorn  with  fierce  desires; 

Eight  days  I  seek  my  fairy  east  and  west. 
Yet  still  must  search,  and  send,  ere  searching  tires, 

The  silver  hounds  of  Cypris  on  the  quest. 


LOVE  AND  LIFE 
On  thee  the  cords  that  hold  my  life  are  laid, 
On  thee,  my  utmost  breath  of  being  stayed. 
By  thy  bright  face,  and  eyes  which  speak  so  clear 
That  men  may  understand  who  cannot  hear. 
One  cloud  upon  thy  brow  doth  winter  bring. 
One  sunny  glance  again  makes  sweetest  spring. 


1 1 


LOVE   POEMS 
nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 

9copiov  6iKki]k(x)V  ^'Xi[L[i.oi  xiTuoxofXEOa; 
}.2xt£ov  d[j[,9aSi7]v  [zeXeSyjijiaTa'  xt^v  tl^  epu^T) 

[jLaXOaxa  XuaiTr6vou  ttAeyP^^'^o'-  ouCuytT]?, 
oap[J.axov  dfjimoTEpoK;  ^i^fOQ  iaazzai'  t]Siov  y][J,iv 

^uvov  del  ^£0£Tietv  y)  piov  v)  Odvaxov. 

V.  221 

STPATDNOS 
KXiiJ^ofxev  6cxpi  xtvof;  xd  (piXyj^Jiaxa,  xal  xd  XaOpaia 

vEuaofxev  dXXv]Xo!.(;  6(ji(jiaai.  9£tSo[jLEvoi(;; 
(jisypt.  xivo^  8'  dxeXeaxa  XaXrjaojJiev,  d[i.poXtatot 

"Ceuyvuvxet;  xeved<;  e(j,TT:aXt,v  d(j,poXCa?; 
fjisXXovxec;  x6  xaXov  SaTravv'-joopiev  (xXkix  Ttplv  IXOelv 
xd?  96ov£pd(;,  OeiScov,  Ocofxev  etc'  epyaXoyoic;. 

XII.  21 

OIAOAHMOY 
'Ooadxi,  KuStXXY](;  uttoxoXttioc;,  ei'xe  xocx'  •^jjJ.ap, 

el'x'  dTi;oxoX[jL7)CTac;  -/^XuOov  eoTrepiot;, 
oIS'  oxi  Ttdp  xp-/][j.v6v  xspivoj  vropov,  oIS'  oxi  piTcxto 

Trdvxa  xupov  x£9aX'?ii;  al^v  UTrepBsv  ^[jf^i;. 
dXXd  xt  plot.  ttXIov  laxi;  xt  ydp;  Gpaau?,  7]8'  oxav  sXx-f] 
Ttdvxoo'  "Epcot;,  dpy'/)v  ou8'  ovap  oISe  96P0V. 

V.  25 
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DARE 
Shall  we  for  ever  stealing  looks  of  fire 

Fling  covert  glances  thus  with  bated  breath? 
Nay,  tell  aloud  our  loves;  and  if  we  fail 

Of  those  soft  claspings,  where  pain  vanisheth. 
The  sword  shall  bring  deliverance.  Better  far 

One  lot  together,  be  it  life  or  death. 


SECRET  LOVE 
How  long  these  stolen  kisses,  signs,  and  play 

Of  starveling  glances,  when  no  watcher  heeds? 
How  long  these  fruitless  whispers,  and  delay 

Yoked  with  delay,  while  love  but  idly  speeds? 
We  linger,  and  we  waste  the  bloom  away; 

Ere  youth  is  gone,  then,  crown  our  words  with  deeds. 


DANGER 
When  in  the  morn  I  lean  upon  her  breast. 
At  morn,  or  when  the  sun  sinks  in  the  west, 
I  know  I  walk  o'er  gulfs  that  yawn  below, 
I  stake  my  life  upon  one  single  throw. 
So  be  it:  wheresoever  love  may  steer, 
The  brave  man  moves  without  one  dream  of  fear. 
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ArAGIGT  MTPINAIOT  SX0AA2TIK0T 
IlaCTav  iyoi  tyjv  vuxxa  xivupo[xar  eSte  S'  lTiskQ-(] 

apicpiTrepLTpuJ^ouCTL  xeXiSovet;,  I?  Ss  fis  Sdcxpu 

PdcXXouCTiv,  Y>iux£p6v  xcopia  7rapwaa[i£vai. 
6[;ipiaTa  Ss  a-aXaovTa  cpuXacrcsTaf  -^  Ss  'PoSavO'/)? 

aOGii;  zyiolq  azipvoiq  cppovxlt;  avac;TpE9eTat.. 
^  cpOovspai,  Tcaucacj0£  XaXyj-piSsi;"  ou  yixp  eywys 

TY]v  0!,Xojji,-/]X£[7]v  yXcooaav  aTrEGpicrapLTjv. 
dXX'  "ItuXov  xXaioiTE  xax'  oupea,  xal  yodcoiTE 

Ei<;  ETTOTTOc;  xpavarjv  auXiv  EcpsJ^opiEvat, 
Paiov  tva  xvc.'iC7CToi[i.£V  laaq  8i  Tiq  'ri^ti  ovsipoi;, 

6c,  [It  'PoSavOsioit;  tttj/egiv  a[jL9i.paXoi. 

V.  237 


APAeiOY  SX0AA2TIK0Y 

El  (piXsEtt;,  [JLY]  TiafXTiav  UTioxXaaOsvTa  xaXaaoy)!; 

6u(j(,6v  oXiaOyjpvic;  ejjlttXeov  [xznii]q. 
aXXa  Ti  xal  (ppovEoii;  oTsyavcoTEpov,  oogov  Ipuaoai 

69pua(;,oaaov  ISelv  pXEj^jjiari  cpEiSopiEVcp. 
Epyov  yap  Tt  yuvai^lv  UTTEpcpiaXoui;  aOEpiJ^stv, 

xal  xaxaxayxaJ^Eiv  xtov  ayav  oixTpoTdcTcov. 
XEivot;  8'  egtIv  apiazoQ  spwTixoq,  oc,  tocSe  (jli^ei 

oIxTOv  E/cov  oXiy/)  ^uv6v  ayrjvopiY)- 

V.  21(1 
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THE  SWALLOWS 

I  wail  through  all  the  watches  of  the  night; 
And  when  the  morning  comes  with  brief  delight, 
The  swallows  chirp  around  me  in  despite. 

I  weep:  for  they  despoil  me  of  my  rest: 
Tears  hold  my  eyes  awakened,  and  my  breast 
Is  filled  with  thoughts  of  her  my  heart  loves  best. 

Ah!  spiteful  chatterers!  cease  your  evil  spell. 
I  did  not  cleave  the  tongue  of  Philomel. 
Go,  mourn  for  Itys  in  some  mountain  dell, 

Or  in  some  rocky  glen  the  king-bird  charms, 

That  I  may  sleep  awhile  without  alarms, 

And  dream  my  true  love  winds  me  in  her  arms. 


LOVE  AND  PRIDE 
In  love  sink  not  the  broken  spirit  low, 

Nor  voice  a  woeful  plaint  with  trembling  nerve: 
But  keep  your  thought  more  covert,  just  to  show 

A  lift  of  brow,  a  glance  of  some  reserve. 
'Tis  woman's  art  the  haughty  to  forefend 

And  over-doleful  wooers  to  deride. 
He  prospers  best  in  love  who  both  can  blend, 

And  sue  for  pity  with  a  touch  of  pride. 
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ASKAHniAAOT 

^eiSr)  Trap6Evl7]<;'  xod  zi  ttXIov;  ou  yap  e?  "AiS'/jv 

eXOoUc'  EUpYjOE!,?  TOV  CplXsOVTa,  KOpY]. 

£v  J^tooTcjt  xa  TspTTva  xa  KuTipiSoq'  ev  S'  '  A}(£povTi, 
ocTsa  xal  otioSiy),  TiapOevE,  KziGoyLzQcc. 

V.  85 


POTOINOT 

'  ApvEixai  xov  Epwxa  MEXiaatdci;,  dXXdc  x6  ocofia 
XEXpayEV,  (bi;  ^eXecov  SE^dcfXEVov  cpapsxpTjv. 

xat  Pocok;  aoxaxeouaa,  xal  aoxaxoi;  aoOfjiaxoc;  oppLV], 
xal  xoiXat  pX£9apo>v  loT\>Tztic,  ^iaicq. 

aXXa,  116001.,  Tupoi;  [i.-i]Tpbc,  Euax£9avou  KuSEpsi-/]?, 
9X£^axE  x-r^v  ixmQri,  [XEXpi?  spst,  OXsyofjiat. 

V.  87 


AIONTSIOT  SOOISTOT 

'H  xa  poSa,  poSosaaav  t/eiq  X'^P^^'  a^^^a  xl  ttcoXeic, 
aauxYiv,  r,  xa  p68a,  •/)£  ouva^fpoxspa ; 

V.  81 
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RELENT 
Why  so  coy  and  unforgiving? 

None  shall  love  thee  in  the  tomb. 
Love's  delight  is  with  the  living, 

Dust  and  ashes  after  doom. 


MELISSIAS 
Melissias  knows  not  love,  while  in  amaze 

I  groan  as  stricken  with  a  thousand  darts. 
My  footsteps  totter  and  my  breathing  sways, 

While  on  my  hollow  eyes  each  arrow  smarts. 
O  Passion,  child  of  Cythereia,  turn 
Her  heart,  and  fire  it  till  she  cry  'I  burn.' 


ROSES 
Roses?  and  you  are  graceful  as  the  rose. 

I  wonder  whether 
Roses  for  sale  or  your  own  self  you  pose, 

Or  both  together? 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

El  xal  TY)XoTepco  Mepov]?  xsov  I'xvo?  ^peiaEti;, 

7:t7]v6i;  "Epto^,  Trr/jvov  xsTae  [is  toaxE  cpepeiv. 
si  xal  iq  dvToXLy]v  rrpot;  6[ji,6xpoov  I'^eaL  'Hto, 

TzeC^bq  dfxsTprjTOK;  s^'^t^'^^  ^^  azaBioiq. 
el  Se  Ti  aol  cttsXXco  ^uOiov  yepai;,  iXaOi.,  xoupy;' 

£l(;  OS  GaXacjtraly]  touto  9£p£i  Ilacpi-/], 
xdXXsi  vix7)0Eica  teou  xpoo?  IjxspdEVTOc;, 

TO  Tip  IV  etc'  dyXaty)  Qipaoq  drcoiaafjifv^. 

V.  301 

ASKAHniAAOT 

AuTou  \ioi  oT£(pavoL  rrapd  SikXicti  TatcSe  xpe(jiaaTol 
;jt.[[XV£T£,  pLY]  TrpoTTETccx;  cpuXXa  TlVaaOOfJLEVOl, 

ou(;Saxpuot(;xaT£PpE^a"xdTO[ji,PpaYdpSp!'tJi.aT'^pwvTcoV 
dXX'  ot'  dvoiyofjiEv/]?  auxov  iSirjTE  Ouprj?, 

oxa^aO'  u7T£p  XE^aXYJ!;  ejjLov  uexov,  dc,  av  a[ji£tvov 
Y]  5av07)  ys  x6(X7)  xdfjid  7117]  Sdxpua. 

V.  145 

POT<DINOT 
'T^'ouxat  *PoS67nr)  TSt  xaXXsi"  xv^v  ttoxe  xo'^ps 

eUtco),  xat?  ao^oLpcdq  otppuoiv  7)CT7rdoaxo. 
i^v  TTOXE  xal  axEcpdvoui;  TipoGupcov  uttep  EXxpEfiaocojxai, 

opyioOEToa  mxTzl  xoI(;  aoPapoi?  I'xvecjiv. 
&  puTiSEt;,  xal  yyjpa?  dvyjXEE?,  eXSexe  OSctctov 
orEuaaxE,  xav  u[jI£T<;  TtslaaxE  xtjv  'PoS67t-/)v. 

V.92 


LOVE    POEMS 

PURSUIT  OF  LOVE 
Beyond  far  Meroe  though  your  footsteps  bend. 

Winged  Eros,  take  me,  wing  me  to  that  place: 
Or  eastward  if  toward  rosy  dawn  you  wend. 

Afoot  the  unmeasured  stages  will  I  trace. 
And  you,  dear  maid,  my  sea-gift  kindly  own 

Which  Paphos'  sea-born  Queen  in  homage 
brings, 
Now  by  your  conquering  beauty  overthrown 

And  robbed  of  all  her  proud  imaginings. 

FLOWERS 
Hang  there,  above  her  chamber  door,  fair  flowers 
Drenched  with  my  tears — Love's  eyes  are  full  of 

showers, — 
Yet  shake  ye  not  your  leaves  at  random  hours. 
Wait  while  she  lifts  the  latchet  and  outpeers. 
Then  rain  ye  drops  of  sorrow,  as  she  nears, 
And  make  her  golden  tresses  drink  my  tears. 

PROUD  RHODOPE 
High  in  the  pride  of  beauty,  scarce  she  deigns 

With  haughty  mien  to  own  my  greeting  given: 
The  wreath  I  hang  above  her  door  with  pains 

In  scorn  beneath  her  haughty  feet  is  riven. 
Come,  then,  with  furrowed  cheek,  remorseless  eld, 

Hasten,  and  let  her  pride  by  thee  be  quelled. 
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ATAGIOT  SXOAASTIKOT 

'H  TCocpo?  dyXatTjai  [lexapaio^,  v]  TzXoy.a.y.lSa.c 

czio\iivr]  TiXsxTag,  xal  c7o[Bapeuo[Jt£vr), 
7)  [xeyaXauyyiaaaa  xa6'  r][i.£T£pr]<;  [jisXsSa)v-/)<;, 

y/jpai  pvAMOi^TiQ  tyjv  Trplv  dcpvixs  ji-9^'"^- 
u.a.'Qjq  uTTExXivO-/),  ttsctov  ocppus?,  6(X[xa  xsT'/jxrai, 

XE^Xsa  PafjiPatvei  cpOsyM-^'Ti.  y^paXlcp. 
T7)v  7roXi-/)v  xaXew  Ne[j,ea!.v  IToOou,  otti  Sixd^ei 

evvo(jLa,  TaT?  aoPapai(;  Gaaoov  ETiepxojJt^vr,. 

V.  273 
lOTAIANOY  APO  TnAPXQN  AirXHTOT 
'I[i.£pT7]  Map[7]  jjisyaXLJ^e-ai'  dXXd  pieT^XGoK; 

x£Lv/)(;,  TTOTva  Atx"/],  xofjLTTOv  d-^f;r]voptYjc' 
pL"/)  Gavdxcp,  paaiXeia*  to  S'  e^TraXiv,  e<;  Tpt/ac;  v^^oi 

y/jpao?,  £?  puTiSat;  axXTjpov  ixoiro  psOoc. 
Tiaeiav  TroXial  rdSe  Sdxpua'  xdcXXo?  unoGyoi 

'liu'/Ti'^  d[i,7rXax[-/]v,  atriov  dijiTrXaxt'/^;. 

V.  298 
nATAOT  LIAENTIAPIOT 
'O  Gpaout;,  uijiauxiQV  xe,  xal  69pua(;  et?  Sv  dyetpaiv 

XEirat.  TrapGevix-^c  7raiy;t,ov  dSpaveoc" 
6  Tiplv  uTrepPaaiT]  Soxscov  ty)v  TtatSa  jpLKZKXZiv, 

a.\}-bq  uTCoSiirficlc  zXTziSoq  iy.-bq  z[t)-r]. 
v.(x.i  p  6  (XEV  ixsoioici  tteowv  6-/]XuveTa!.  oixTot.?' 

7)  Ss  xax'  d90aX[xtov  apoeva  [ivivtv  ey-'- 
TtapOsve  OujJLoXsaiva,  xal  eI  x^Xov  svStxov  aI6E?. 

aSsaaov  ay^vopir^v,  syyu?  I'S'  e?  NsfiEatv. 

V.  300 
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DISDAIN  AND  RETRIBUTION 
Once  proud  in  lofty  splendour,  with  her  head 

Tossing  its  plaited  locks:  of  haughty  mien, 
And  scorning  all  my  love  discomfited: 

Now  age  has  stolen  her  charm,  and  left  her  lean. 
Breast  sunken,  drooping  brows,  her  eyes  are  dull, 

And  her  lips  babble  with  the  lisp  of  eld. 
Time  hies  with  righteous  doom  to  disannul 

The  sovran  pride  of  those  who  love  repelled. 

MARY 

Vain  is  beloved  Mary:  so  I  pray 

Let  sovereign  justice  chase  her  vaunting  pride; 
Yet  not  to  death,  but  turn  her  hair  to  grey 

And  wrinkles  down  her  withered  cheek  divide. 
May  age  avenge  my  tears,  and  beauty's  sin 
Be  visited  on  the  soul  it  sinned  within. 

PARTS  REVERSED. 
His  bold  uplifted  head,  his  frowning  pride. 

Lies  low,  the  plaything  of  a  tender  maid: 
And  he  whose  scorn  the  child  could  ill  abide 

Is  tamed  and  outcast  from  all  hope  of  aid. 
He  plays  the  woman,  whines,  and  bites  the  dust, 

While  she  dons  manly  rage  with  kindling  eye. 
Maid  of  the  lion  heart!  though  wrath  be  just. 

Abate  your  scorn — for  Time's  revenge  is  nigh. 
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AAESnOTON 

El'8'(Xve[ji.0(;  Ysv6[j,r]v,  cu  8s  St]  oTcixouaa  Trap'  auyac 
aTY]6ea  yujjivwaat,!;,  xal  [jle  Trvlovra  XaPoi?. 

V.  83 

AAAO 

Et6e  p6Sov  yev6(XY)v  uTro7r6p9upov,  ocppa  pie  yepah 
dcpaafjievy)  Raptor]  oTr]9eCTt.  /lovsoii;. 

V.  84 

POTOINOT.  01  8k  HAAAAAA 
AAESANAPEHS 
nipLTTco  oot,  'PoSdxXeia,  toSe  axecpoi;,  <5cv6£CTt,  xaXoT? 

auTOi;  69'  -riiizripoLiQ  Tz\e^oc.yLzvoq  7zocXy.iJ.OLic,. 
iari  xpbov,  poSet]  te  xdcXu^,  voxspr)  t'  avsacov/), 

xal  vapxiCTCTot;  uYp6£;,  xal  xuavauy^i;  I'ov. 
TauTa  CT£(jjajj.evy],  X^^ov  (jtEyaXauxo?  Eoucra" 

ocvGeii;  xal  'kriyziq  xal  au  xal  6  aT£<pavoc. 

V.  74 

MAPKOT  APrENTAPIOY 
'laioLZ  TjSuTTveuCTTe,  xal  el  Sexaxit;  (jiupov  ocjSei?, 

eypso,  xal  BiE,ai  x^?^^  (piXoLic,  CTxe^avov, 
8v  vuv  [ikv  OaXXovxa,  (jtapaLvojjievov  Se  Trpo?  r)co 
64'eat,  \)[izi:ip-t]q  au(ji.[ioXov  :^Xtx[Ti<;. 

V.  118 
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A  WISH 
When  around  thee  the  sunbeams  are  shaken, 

And  thou  barest  thy  breast, 
Would  I  were  the  wind  to  be  taken 

To  breathe  there  at  rest! 

A  WISH 
O  were  I  only  a  rose 

By  thy  hand  caressed. 
My  red  leaves  laid  in  repose 

On  the  snow  of  thy  breast! 

A  WREATH 
I  send  a  wreath  of  comely  flowers  to  thee 

That  mine  own  fingers  did  together  twine: 
Lily  and  rosebud  and  anemone. 

Fresh  daffodils  and  dewy  eglantine. 
Crown  thee: — but  end  thy  proud  disdain  of  mer 
Flowers  have  their  time  to  fade,  and  thou  hast 
thine. 

AN  OFFERING 
Sweet-breathing  lady,  from  thy  scented  bowers, 
Though  tenfold  incense  wrap  thy  sleeping  hours, 
Awake,  and  take  with  kindly  hand  my  flowers. 

My  wreath,  that  blossoxns  now  at  eventide. 
Shall  wither  ere  the  morning  watch  is  cried. 
Fit  emblem  of  thy  youth  and  beauty's  pride! 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

EISov  eyoj  TroGsovTaq"  utt'  dTXrjTOio  8k  XuacTT)? 

Sr]p6v  ev  aXXTjXoK;  x^^^^a  mQ^aixevot, 
ou  x6pov  eI/ov  sptoTOf;  d9£tSeo(;"  Isjjlevol  8e, 

el  OsfjLig,  dXX-rjXcov  SupiEvat,  st;  xpaSiTjV, 
d[j.9aalY](;  8aov  Saoov  u7reTrp-/]uvov  dvdyxrjv, 

dXXTjXtov  (xaXaxott;  cpapeaiv  £ood[i.£vot,. 
xai  p'  6  jjLEV  -^v  x''^^'"'  'A7rav£ix£Xo(;,  olo?  exstvo? 

TCOV  AuX0[JLTQSet6>V  SvSoV  £7)V  0aXd(Jt,OiV. 

xoupv)  S'  dpYU9£-/]<;  ImyouviSoi;  axpi  '/i'^^'^'^ 
C(ooafJL£V7],  Ooip-/].;  £lSo<;  dTTETrXdaaro. 

xal  TidXiv  ■r]p-/)pet,OT0  xd  yzikzoi,  yuiopopov  ydp 
eIxov  dXoj(pr)TOU  Xtfxov  £pai[j.avtY]i;. 

p£id  Tt?  YjjjLEpiSot;  oteXexii  Suo  au^rcXoxa  Xuaei, 

CTTpETTTd,  TtoXuXpOV^fp  TrXEypiaTl  CTU[jl.9U£a, 

7^  XEivoui;  cpLXsovTaq,  utt'  dv-riTropoiat  t'  dyoaTOii; 

uypd  TrEpiT:X£yS-/]v  dij^Ea  S-^aapiEvoui;. 
T^lc,  jjidxap,  o?  ToioioL,  ^iX-/),  Sect^loToiv  eX^xQiT 

xpic;  (J,dxap"  dXX'  ■t)]j.zlq,  avSiya  xat6[JL£6a. 

V.  255 

MEAEATFOT 
^'Hv  Ei^iSoj  0r)pwva,  xd  7idv0'  opco.  >^v  Se  rd  TrdvTa 
pX£i};<o,  tovSe  8£  (jit),  TapiTraXiv  ouSsv  opco. 

XII.  60 
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LOVE  AND  ENVY 

I  saw  two  lovers  in  mad  passion  strive: 
In  one  long  kiss  their  lips  together  clung: 
Nor  could  they  take  their  fill,  but  closer  flung, 

Each  fain  within  the  other's  soul  to  dive. 

Their  holden  speech  found  sweet  reliefs  at  need, 
While  each  the  other's  raiment  did  enfold, — 
He  like  Achilles,  when  he  passed  of  old 

For  maiden,  in  the  halls  of  Lycomede; 

She,  draped  and  looped  her  snowy  knee  above, 
Stood  like  a  marble-moulded  Artemis; 
And  still  their  lips  fixed  straining  in  a  kiss 

For  hunger  of  their  quenchless  fainting  love. 

Sooner  two  writhed  and  twisted  vines  unweave 
Their  tight  growth  tangled  with  the  grip  of  years 
Than  aught  shall  sunder  these  two  loving  feres, 

Or  loose  their  lacing  arms  that  twine  and  cleave. 

Thrice  happy  they,  inwoven  heart  to  heart, 

While  thou  and  I,  my  love,  are  burning  far  apart! 


LOVE  UNIVERSAL 
Mine  eyes  view  all  the  world, 

Beholding  thee: 
Without  thee,  view  the  world 
And  cannot  see. 
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nAATQNOS  TOT  OIAOSOOOT 

'ACTT£pa(;  zlqaQpziq  'Actttjp  iixoq.  eI'Os  yzvoiy.-qv 
Oupixvoc,,  cb?  TtoXXoi?  o^jjiaoiv  el?  o^  PXettco. 


VII.  669 


nAATONOS  TOT  OIAOSOOOT 

'AoT7]p  TTplv  (jlev  iXapLTCEi;  £vl  ^(ooiaiv  'Ewoi;" 
vuv  Se  Gavwv  Xa(j,Trei,(;  "EaTiepo?  ev  (pQi\j.ivoiQ. 

VII.  670 


MEAEATPOT 

'Evt6(;  i[iy]q  xpaSty)?  Tr]v  euXaXov  'HXtoScopav 

^DX'^'^  TYi(;  4'^X''i'^  auToq  eTCXaoasv  "Epcot;. 

V.  155 


POTOINOT 

"0[j.ia,aTa  (zev  /puoeta,  xal  uaXdeaca  Tuapet,iQ, 
xal  OTOfxa  7rop9upe-/j(;  TepTtvoTepov  xaXuxo?, 

Seipv]  XuySiv^-/],  xal  aT-/)0£a  [ji,ap(jt,aipovTa, 
xal  TToSe?  dcpyup^Tji;  XeuxoTspoi,  GItlSo;;. 

el  8e  Tt  xal  7rXoxa[jLiCTt  SiaarlXpouatv  axavOai., 
T7i(;  XeuxYJf;  xaXa(i.Y)<;  ouSev  ETTiCTrpecpofxaL. 

V.  48 
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AT  NIGHT 
Thine  eyes  are  fixed  upon  the  starry  skies, 

Thou  star  of  mine! 
Would  I  were  heaven  with  multitudinous  eyes 

To  gaze  on  thine. 

LODESTAR 
Among  the  living  as  the  Star  of  Dawn 

You  shone  afar: 
Now  shine  you  in  the  realm  of  death  withdr9,wn 

As  Evening  Star. 

IN  THE  HEART 
Love's  own  handiwork  hath  moulded 

Lady  Sunbeam  in  my  heart, 
Soul  within  my  soul  enfolded 

By  the  cunning  of  Love's  art. 

A  FAIR  WOMAN 
A  face  like  crystal,  eyes  like  gold  aglow. 

Lips  sweeter  than  the  red  rose  on  the  tree, 
A  neck  of  marble,  breasts  of  shining  snow. 

And  fair  feet  whiter  than  the  silver  sea: 
Her  locks  a  fleck  like  thistle-down  may  show: 

But  such  a  harvest-sign  is  nought  to  me. 
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nOSElAinnOT.  9i  ASKAHniAAOT 

AuTol  Tr]v  (XTraX-^v  Elprjviov  eISov  "Epcoxs^, 

KvTzpiBoq  ex  ^puoEwv  ep^ofxevot,  Oa^tdcpicov, 
Ix  TpL/6(;  axpt  TCoScov  lepov  GdcXo?,  ola  te  XuySou 

yXuTrrr^v,  TrapOevicov  Ppi,0o[j,£V7]v  xapi'^'cov. 
xal  7roXXou<;  tots  x^P'^'^^  ^^'  ■^'iQeoiaiv  oiG-oi>Q 

To^ou  Tzopcpyjpifjq  ^xav  deep'  apTceSovr]?. 

V.  194 
MEAEArPOT 
At  Tpiaaal  XapiTEi;  Tpiaoov  aT£9(xva)[i.a  ouveuva 

Z7)V09iXa,  Tpiaaat;  aufj-PoXa  xaAAocruva<;' 
a  ^ev  STTL  xpuTOC,  Gepieva  tioOov,  a  S'  Itti,  [jt.op9a(; 

tjjLspov,  a  St  X6yoii;  to  yXuxu(jlu0ov  sTrot;. 
Tpiaaaxii;  euSalptcov,  Si;  xal  KunrpK;  coTuXiaev  euvav, 

xai,  rieiSw  [xuOoui;,  xai  yXuxu  xaXXo;;  "Epcoi;. 

V.  195 
nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 
Cute  poSov  aTe9avcov  ETriSEUETat,  oute  ct'j  TrsTrXoiv, 

CUTE  Xt0opXY)Tcov,  TTOTVia,  x£xpu9aXcov. 
fxapyapa  ariq  xpoi-^?  dcTToXELTTETai,  ouSs  y.o[xi'^zi 

Xpxjabq  dcTTEXTYjTOU  cr7i<;  Tpixcx;  dyXar/iv 
'Iv8a>y]  S'  uaxLvSoq  ex^i,  x°'P"''^  al'OoTioi;  al'yXrji;, 

aXXa  TECov  XoydcScov  ttoXXov  a9aupoT£p-/]v. 
XEiXea  Se  SpoooEVTa,  xal  ■?)  (jiEXt9upT0(;  exelvy] 

7^0EO(;  cxpjjiovi-/),  XEOTOi;  £91)  na9t-/)(;. 
TOUTOtq  Traciv  syw  xaTaSa[j.va[ji.at,"  opLfxaa!,  [xouvok; 

0£Xyo[j,ai.,  olq  ^XtcI?  (jleiXi^o?  svSiaEi. 

V.270 
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A  VISION 
From  Cypris'  golden  chambers  as  they  flew 

The  Loves  beheld  my  lady's  dainty  face, 
From  head  to  foot  one  bloom,  her  form  as  true 

As  sculptured  marble,  full  of  maiden  grace. 
Then  streams  of  arrows  from  their  rosy  string 
Their  faery  fingers  launched  on  her  to  wing. 

A  TRIPLE  CROWN 
Three  crowns  for  her  the  Graces  Three  have  willed 

In  sign  of  threefold  beauty,  one  from  each, 
For  charm  of  face,  for  lure  of  shapely  build. 

And  for  melodious  music  of  her  speech. 
Thrice  happy,  whom  for  wedlock  Cypris  tyres. 
Whose  voice  makes  music,  and  whose  beauty  fires. 

BEAUTY  UNADORNED 
No  need  upon  the  rose-tree  flowers  to  bind. 

Nor  robes  on  thee,  nor  jewelled  tiar,  my  queen. 
Thy  limbs  are  shining  pearl,  and  gold  refined 

Cannot  adorn  your  waving  tresses'  sheen. 
No  flashing  orient  gem  can  match  in  you 

The  light  which  sparkles  from  that  lustrous  eye. 
Yours  is  the  magic  girdle — lips  of  dew, 

And  winning  ways  of  honeyed  harmony. 
I  faint:  with  charms  like  these  I  cannot  cope. 
Save  for  your  cheering  smile,  where  bideth  kindly 

hope. 
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nAYAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 
MrjxeTt  tk;  TrriQ^eis  ttoOou  ^iXoq'  toStSxyjv  yap 

zlq  l[xe  XaPpoi;  "Epcot;  e^exevwaEV  6X-/]v. 
[r/]  TCTsp'jywv  Tpo!J,£ot,  tk;  ETr-/iXuatv  l^dre  yap  [xoi 

>.a^  ETri^at;  arepvoi.?  Trixpov  stt'^^e  TroSa, 

aarzyic^iriq,  aS6v-/]T0(;  IvEi^eTat,  ouSs  pletecttt), 

e'k;  £[Xe  CTuJIuyiv^v  x£ipa[XEVO(;  TTTEpuywv. 

V.  268 
<DIAOAHMOT 
*Fux7)  [Jioi  TCpoXsysi  9E6yEiv  ttoOov  'HXioScopat;, 

Saxpua  xal  ^yjXouc;  tou?  rrplv  lTrt,OTa[XEvr]. 
<p-/]al  [XEV  dXXa  cpuyeiv  ou  fjioi  oOevoc;"  rj  yap  dvatS'}]? 
auT-/)  xal  TrpoXsyEt.,  xal  TrpoX^youaa  9tXET. 

V.  24 
ArAGIOY  SX0AA2TIK0T 

S-EUSWV  El  CpiXisi  (i.E  (jLa0ElV  EUWTIt,?  'EpEuOcO, 

-Eipa^ov  xpaSiTjV  TCXaa[xaTi,  xspSaXsco' 
pYjaopiai  £(;  ^eiv/]v  rtva  tiou  yQovoi.'  \j.i[ivz  8k  xoup-/j 

apxiTToq,  Y](ji.£T£pou  [XV/iaTiv  zyoxioy.  ttoSod. 
•/]  Se  [xsya  CTTOvax'^c^s:  xal  -/^Xaro,  xal  to  TipoaoiTrov 

ttX^^e,  xal  euttXextou  ^o-rpuv  Ep'^^E  xofi.-/]?, 
xai  [xz  (JiEVEiv  IxETEuoEV  Eycj  Se  tic,  w;  PpaSoTCEiGrji; 

0[X[jLaTi  OpuTTTOfXEvco  CTuyxaxEVEUca  !jl6vov 
ohl^ioq  he,  Tc60ov  Ei[J.i'  TO  yap  tJi£V£aivov  dvucTCTai, 

TrdvTco?,  EL?  jJiEydXyjv  touto  SsSwxa  x^P'-'^- 

V.  287 
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LOVE  IMMOVABLE 
Before  Love's  shafts  let  none  hereafter  cower — 

For  on  me  all  his  quiver  hath  he  spent — 
Nor  dread  his  swooping  wings:  for  from  that  hour 

When  on  my  breast  his  foot  did  firmly  dent, 
Unmoved,  unwavering,  there  he  stands  and  clings, 
Never  again  to  stir  his  folded  wings. 

A  DIVIDED  MIND 
My  heart  forewarns  me  to  forsake  the  quest, 
Knowing  the  olden  tears  and  ruined  rest. 
Forsake  the  quest  I  cannot:  love  returns: 
My  heart  forewarns,but  warns  me  false-and  burns. 

TEST  OF  LOVE 
Yearning  to  know  how  with  my  love  I  stood, 

Proof  of  her  heart  with  gulling  words  I  made:  — 
'I  am  about  to  travel:  keep  you  good. 

Nor  let  remembrance  of  our  friendship  fade.' 
Crying  aloud  she  smote  her  face  and  reeled. 

And  the  trim  cluster  of  her  locks  she  rent, 
Beseeching  me  to  stay.  As  slow  to  yield, 

I  turn  a  doubting  eye  and  nod  consent. 
Good  luck  is  mine:  since  what  I  longed  for  most 
To  grant  of  my  good  favour  I  made  boast. 
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ATAGIOT  2X0AASTIK0T 

TTspav  Tr)(;  TcoXeoii;  SiayovTOi;  Sta  xa  Xuaifxa  tcov  v6pi.cov 
uTcofjLv/jcjTtxov  TCEfxcpOev  7rp6(;  IlauXov  StXevTidtpiov. 

'EvOaSs  (jLEv  /Xoaouaa  TeO'/jXcTt.  PtoXoi;  opafxvcp 

9uXXaSo(;  euxdcpTrou  ruaaav  eSsi^s  X'^P'-'^' 
evOaSe  Ss  xXdcsOuaiv  utco  axiEpaiq  xuTiapiCTCTOic; 

opviQtq  SpoCTEpfov  fX7)T£p£(;  6pTaXi)(f>iV 
xal  Xiyupov  ^oyL^z\Jai\)  dxavOiSEi;"  v]  S'  dXoXuywv 

Tpu^Ei,  xpyjxaXEati;  EvStdcouaa  paxoi?. 
aXXfx  XI  (zo!.  xcov  '/iSoq,  etteI  oeo  (xuOov  axouEiv 

TjOeXov  v]  xi0apr]<;  xpouajxaxoc  A7]Xi.aSo<;; 
xai  [loi.  SiGdbq  Epco{;  TisptxiSvaxaf  sit^opdcav  yap 

xal  as  [xdcxap  ttoOeco,  xal  yXuxspryV  SdcfiaXcv, 
■^(;  [jLe  7zepia[x6youoi  [iel.-i]S6^tq.    dcXXa  fj,£  Osaj^oi, 

eipyouCTiv  paStv^c;  x7]X60t  SopxaXtSo?. 

V.  292 
nAYAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 
avTiypa90v  etuI  xfj  auxyj  uTCoOsasi  7rp6(;  xov  cpiXov  '  AyaSiav 

0£O(jl6v  "Eptoi;  oux  oISe  ^iri[i.(xxo(;,  ouSe  xiq  icXXrj 

avspa  voCTcptJ^Ei  Trpr^^K;  £pa)[a.aviy](;. 
eI  Se  oe  OEOjjiOTToXoto  [xeXt^Sovo?  Epyov  spuxEi, 

oux  apa  aoiQ  axipvoiq  Xa[3pO(;  eveoxlv  spco:;. 
KoZoq  ipaq,  oxe  ^txibq  aXoq  Tr6po(;  oISe  [jiEpi^Eiv 

aov  XP'^o'  TiapOEVixTJf;  x7]X60ev  u(jLEX£p-^?; 
v/]//jv[i.Evo<;  AEiavSpot;  octov  xpaxo^  ectxlv  spcoxcov 

SsixvuEV,  Evvuxiou  xupiaxoc;  oux  aXsywv 
aoi  Se,  (piXo(;,  rrapEaat,  xal  oXxaSEi;.  aXXa  6a(ji.t^Et? 

[jiaXXov  'A0rjvarf),  KuTipiv  a7rcoca[j,Evo(;. 
0£O[xou<;  riaXXaq  iyei,  TLccfpiT]  7r60ov.  eItte,  xi(;  avY]p 

Eiv  Evl  0Y]XEU(7£t  ELaXXaSL  xal  IlaqjiY]; 

V.  293 
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AGATHIAS  IN  EXILE  TO  PAUL  THE 
SILENTIARY 
The  grass  is  green,  buds  on  the  bushes  throng, 

The  glory  of  the  leaf  is  on  the  wood: 
Birds  in  the  shady  cypress  ply  their  song, 

Tending  the  dewy  nestlings  of  their  brood: 
The  finches  twitter  shrill:  the  turtle-dove 

Coos  from  the  shelter  of  his  leafy  choir. 
Yet  what  avail  these  charms?  for  I  would  love 

To  hear  your  voice  far  more  than  Delos'  lyre. 
Two  loves  there  are  upon  me.  Would  I  saw 

You  once  again,  you  and  my  dear  gazelle. 
Sad  thoughts  of  whom  devour  me:  but  the  law 

Constrains  me  far  from  my  two  loves  to  dwell. 


PAUL'S  REPLY 
Love  knows  no  law  but  force :  there  is  no  scheme 

That  brings  a  man  release  from  passion's  sway. 
If  law  withholds  you — is  your  cult  and  dream — 

Then  in  your  heart  wild  passion  never  lay. 
Is  that  love,  when  a  narrow  sea  divides 

And  keeps  you  from  your  dear  maid  far  apart? 
Think  how  Leander  swam  the  nightly  tides. 

And  taught  the  power  of  passion  in  the  heart; 
While  you  with  ships  all  ready  yet,  in  scorn 

Of  Cypris,  own  Athene's  beck  and  call. 
One  is  for  Law,  one  Passion:  can  man  born 

Serve  Pallas,  yet  to  Paphos'  Queen  be  thrall? 
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AAESnOTON 

E'lTE  oe  xuav£Y]CTi.v  aTTOoTiXPoucrav  eOeipat?, 
el'-e  TiaXiv  ^avOati;  sISov,  avaaaa,  x6[xai«;, 

lOY]  arc'  a[i.cpoT£pcdv  XapiTrei  /apu;.    yj  pa  ys  xauxaK; 
Bpi^l  auvoixrjoei  xal  TroXiyiaLv  "Epco?. 

V.  26 

AIOSKOPIAOT 
'Ex[xaiv£i  xsiXy)  (xs  poSoxpoa,  TroixiX6[jt.u9a, 

(]juxoTaxvi  oTOfxaxoi;  vsxrapeou  Trp69upa, 
xal  yXvivai.  Xaoiataiv  utt'  69puCT!,v  doxpaTrTouoai, 

CTT^Xayxvcov  rjpieTspcov  Sixxua  xal  Tray^Se?, 
xal  jjiaJ^ol  yXayosvTS?,  lu^uys?,  [[xepoEVTei^, 

sucpueei;,  Tiacry](;  xepTivoTspoi  xaXuxoi;. 
aXXa  XL  (i,-/]vuco  xuolv  ocxsa;  pidcpxups!;  e'laiv 

-■qc,  dSupoaxojjilri?  oi  MlSeoi  xdXa[i,oi,. 

V.  56 

MEAEATFOT 
*  ASu  [liloQ,  val  Ilava  xov  'ApxdSa,  tctjxxISi  (i,eX7tei<;, 

Zr]vo(piXa,  Xtytav,  dSu  xpixtiq  xl  jxiXo;;. 
TTOi  ae  9uy(o;  ttocvx-/]  [xs  Trspiaxsixouatv  "Epcoxec;, 

ou  8'  ooov  dpLTTveuCTai,  ^aiov  soJai  /povov. 
•3^  ydp  {i.01  [ji.op9d  PaXXei  ttoOov,  v^  ticxXi,  (xouaa, 
v^  X°'P''<5'  ■'I  •  ■  •  '^  Xeyco;  Tidvxa"  irupl  cpXcyofxai. 

V.  139 
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A  WOMAN'S  HAIR 
Whether  with  sable  sheen  thy  hair 
Flash  darkly,  or  glow  golden-fair, 
Amid  such  splendour  love,  I  know. 
Shall  linger  when  all  turns  to  snow. 

A  SECRET 
O  for  those  rosy  musical  lips  of  thine. 
Bewitching  doorway  of  that  mouth  divine; 
The  shadowy  lashes  of  thy  lightning  eyes, 
Where  snared  and  meshed  my  heart  a  captive  lies; 
And  that  full  breast,  where  matching  beauty  glows 
More  comely  and  more  winsome  than  the  rose! 
Yet  why  show  curs  the  quarry?  Midas'  reeds 
Tell  how  a  tongue  without  a  fastening  speeds. 

LOVE  AND  MUSIC 
Sweet  is  thy  song,  by  Pan  of  Arcady! 
Sweet  is  the  song  thou  singest  unto  me, 

Sweet  are  the  tones  thou  strikest  from  thy  lyre. 
O  whitner  shall  I  flee?  on  every  side 
Compassed  by  countless  passions  I  abide. 

And  find  no  breath  of  rest  to  my  desire. 
Love  from  thy  beauty,  or  thy  song,  doth  fall. 
Or  from  thy  sweetness — nay,  from  all  in  all: 

Thy  love  doth  smite  me  and  I  burn  with  fire. 
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MAPKOT  APPENTAPIGT 
"^YXei  AuoiSixT)!;  xucxGou?  8iy.cc,  ttiq  Ss  7ro8eivY;<: 

Eu(ppavTr,(;  sva  (jLOI,  Xdcrpi,  SiSou  xuaGov. 
cft]GZiq  Aua!.8[x7]v  [jls  9iXetv  tiXsov  ou  (xa  tov  '/jSuv 

Baxxov,  6v  £v  TauTjr]  XapporroTco  xuXixi. 
dXXa  [jLoi  EuopavT-/)  (xia  Tipot;  Ssxa"  xal  yap  aTteipouc 

txaiipaq  £v  [xrjvy]?  9EYY0?  UTrepxiOexai. 

V.  no 

MEAEATPOr 
"HSy)  Xsuxotov  edcXXei,  OaXXst  Ss  qjiXofiPpo? 
vdcpxicaot;,  OaXXei  S'  oup£CTi90i.Ta  xpiva. 
fi8-t]  S'  7j  9iX£paCTT0(;,  ev  av0eaiv  wpijjiov  av6o?, 

Z7)vo9iXa  n£!,6ou(;  y)Su  teOyjXe  poSov. 
XeifJ-wvet;,  t'l  jjiaxaia  xofjiaic;  sttj,  9aiSpa  yeXars; 
a  yap  tzolIq  y.piacsoi^  a8u7rv6<ov  OTS9av6iv. 

V.  144 


MEAEAPPOT 

'HSufJieXsti;  Mouaai  auv  Try^xxiS!.,  xal  Xoyoq  e(jL9paiv 
CUV  IlstSot,  xal  "Epcoc  xaX6<;  £9'  -/jvioyfo, 

Z7]V09LXa,  CTol  CTxyJTCTpa  IIoOwv  d7revsi[xav,  £tcsi  ctoi 
al  rpiaaal  XapiTe?  xpeti;  eSoaav  7dpiTa<;. 

V.  140 
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EUPHRANTE 
Ten  cups  to  pledge  Lysidice  you  must  bear, 

But  only  one  for  dear  Euphrante  fill. 
You  think  I  love  Lysidice?  No,  I  swear 

By  Bacchus  and  that  cup  from  which  I  swill. 
Ten  others  are  but  one  against  my  maid, 
Like  countless  stars  by  moonlight  cast  in  shade. 

MY  ROSE 

Sweet  silver  snowdrops  bloom,  and  daffodils 
Bloom  as  befriending  rain  their  beauty  fills; 
Sweet  bloom  the  wandering  lilies  of  the  hills. 

Nay,  but  the  flower  of  all  that  fairest  shows, 

The  flower  that  love  befriends  and  passion  knows, 

Outblooms  their  bloom,  my  sweet  &  winning  rose! 

Why  then,  ye  fields,  aglow  with  laughter  stand? 
My  maid  is  brighter  than  the  brightest  band 
Of  sweetly  scented  flowers  that  crown  the  land. 

QUEEN 
Sweet  wisdom's  power,  the  Muses'  tuneful  lyre, 

Love  poised  above  his  Mother's  car  in  flight — 
These  crown  thee  sovran  queen  of  all  desire; 

For  in  thee  all  the  Graces'  gifts  unite. 
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MEAEATPOY 

'O  oTE9avo(;  rczpl  xpaTL  [aapaiveTai.  'HXtoScopai;' 
auTY]  S'  exXafXTrsi,  tou  axetpavou  aTscpavo;. 

V.  143 
KAAAIMAXOT 
TsCToapst;  al  Xdcpiret;-  ttoti  yap  [i.ia  xaTi;  rpial  xeivan; 

apxi.  TTOTeTrXaaOv),  x-/]ti  [xupoiat  votei 
suatwv  ev  Traaiv  dcpiJ^aXoi;  Bspsvixa, 

at;  axep  ouS'  aural  xal  Xapixs?  Xip'.izq. 

V.  146 
AAKAIOT 
'ExOaipco  xov  "Epwxa'    xi  yap  ^apuq  o  jx  sttI  Gyjpai; 

opvuxai,  ocXX'  stt'  I[jl-/]v  lo[BoXeT  xpaS'.Y]v; 
XI  tcXsov  el  Geo?  avSpa  xaxa9X£yEi;  v^  xl  x6  CTE[i,v6v 
STjcboa?  octt'  e[J.7i?  aOXov  ex^i  xecpalric,; 

V.  10 
AAESnOTON 
Auxo  x6  TTUp  xauCTEiv  801,r]iisvoq,  o5xo(;,  6  vuxxojp 

xov  xaX6v  iji-slpcov  Xu-/vov  6cva9Xoylaa!., 
Ssup'  octt'  iiiriq  ^l^ux'/)?  ai[iov  azkccc,-  svSoGi,  yap  (xot 
xaiopLEvov  TToXXvjv  e^avr/jCJi.  9X6ya. 

IX.  15 
ASKAHniAAOT 
NixapsxYji;  x6  n6Got,ai  (3ePX7](jievov  y]Su  TrpoacoTTOV, 

Tuuxva  Si'  uij/iXocpcov  cpaivofjiEvov  GuplScov, 
al  /apOTral  KXE09C0VXO1;  ettI  jupoGupoK;  £ja.apavav, 
KuTCpi  91X7],  yXuxEpou  pXsjJLpLaxoi;  aaxEpoTtal. 

V.  153 
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THE  CROWN 
What  though  her  crown  of  flowers  is  dying  down? 
The  light  of  her  own  beauty  crowns  that  crown. 

BERENICE 
Four  are  the  Graces:  to  the  three  of  old 

One  more  is  joined.  For  gales  of  sweetest  myrrh 
So  breathe  around  that  form  of  glorious  mould, 

That  Graces  have  no  grace  apart  from  her. 

LOVE'S  ARROWS 
I  hate  the  Love  God:  for  his  arrows  shoot 

Not  in  the  chase,  but  hard  upon  my  heart. 
What  gain  to  wound  a  man?  What  doth  it  boot 

To  plunder  and  to  smite  my  soul  apart? 

A  LIGHT 
What?  art  seeking  to  kindle  a  light  in  the  dark, 

Striving  to  set  thy  goodly  taper  afire? 
Come,  reach  hither  thy  lamp, and  catch  but  a  spark 

Out  of  my  heart  that  burns  with  a  blaze  of  desire. 

THE  CASEMENT 
Full  often  through  the  lofty  casement  peered 

Her  comely  face,  the  goal  of  all  desires. 
Now  by  her  lover's  flashing  eyes  'tis  seared, 

As  from  her  door  he  glances  lightning  fires. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

'  Avepa  XuoCTr)T7ipi  xuvoi;  PePoX-/]jj,svov  ia» 

uSaai  67]pety]v  £lx6va  cpocnl  pXsTustv. 
Xuoccocov  TOLyix  TTLxpov  "Epcoi;  IvETTTj^EV  686vTa 

zlq  hiie,  xal  (xavtaK;  Gufxov  eX7]tcaT0. 
ar]v  yap  ejxoI  xal  Trdvxot;  eTTTjpaTov  Eix6va  cpaivst, 

xal  Tiorafjicov  Sivai,  xal  SsTta^  oivo/6a)v. 

V.  266 

nATAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 

Xpua^?  slpuoaaaa  [iia.v  rpi/a  Acopli;  eOsipV)!;, 
ola  SopuxTTjTOUf;  Syjaev  l;j.eu  TraXdcfxai;. 

ocuxap  eyo)  to  Tipiv  [xev  exayxaaa,  SeCT|j!,a  Tivdt^ai 
AtopiSoc;  [[xspTTJc;  £U|jiap£(;  ol6[xevo(;" 

6)1;  Se  Siapp^^ai  aOevof;  oux  ix'^'^t  Scttevov  -/^Syj, 
oldc  TE  yaXxeiT)  a9!,yxT6i;  aXuxTOTvIS-/]. 

xal  vuv  6  Tpi,(;a7roT[jioq  dcTTO  Tpi5(0<;  Yi£pT-/)jjiai, 

SuCTTIOTti;  £V6'  EpUCT-fi,  TTUXVa  [Jl£8£Xx6[i£VO?. 

V.  230 

APXIOT 

^Euysiv  Bri  xov  "Epcara  X£v6?  7r6voi;"  ou  yap  dXii^w 

TTE^Oq  U7I0  TCTTQVOU  TTUXVa  StOiXdjjLEVO?. 

V.59 
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HYDROPHOBIA 
Men  wounded  by  a  mad  dog's  venomed  fang 

Behold  his  image  in  the  pools,  they  say: 
So  love  hath  bitten  me  with  raging  pang, 

Making  my  soul  to  wildest  madness  prey, 
While  in  the  sea  your  mirrored  form  doth  shine. 
In  tumbling  rivers,  and  in  cups  of  wine. 

PRISONER 

My  lady  plucked  a  single  golden  hair 

And  wound  it  captive- wise  about  my  wrist: 
I  laughed  aloud,  and  lightly  thought  to  tear 

Sweet  Doris'  bonds  asunder  when  I  list. 
But  failing  strength  to  break  them,  then  I  cried 

As  one  begripped  with  adamantine  chains. 
Now  bounden  by  a  hair,  alas!  I  bide. 

And  follow  as  the  fetter  leads  and  strains. 

FLIGHT  FROM  LOVE 
To  run  away  from  love  is  waste  of  strength : 

With  swiftest  pace 
On  foot  a  runner  cannot  'scape  at  length 

A  winged  pursuer  in  the  chase. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Xpuaeo?  a.t\)(xuaTOio  SisTfi-aysv  a[x[xa  xopsta? 

Zsuq,  SiaSu?  AoLVOLCcq  xaXxeXdcxout;  GaXajjioui;. 
cpajxl  XeyEtv  tov  [i,u0ov  lyo)  xaSe"  /dcXxsa  vixa 

reixEa  >tal  Ssa(jt.ou<;  xpua^(;  6  TcavSatxaxcop. 
XpuCTO?  oXou?  puTTJpai;,  oXaq  xX'/i'iSai;  IXsyxei, 
Xpuao^  eTTtyvaTTTEi  Ta(;  aoPapopXe9apou(;, 
xai,  Aavaai;  eXuycocrsv  oSs  9pEva.  [Jir]  tli;  spaaxai; 
XicaeoOco  na9iav,  apyupiov  Tuaps/cov. 

V.  217 

nATAOT  2IAENTIAP10T 

EiTue  Tivt  Tz'kiE.eic,  sxi  poaTpu/ov,  i^  Ttvi  xeipa? 

9txiSpuv£i<;,  ovu/cov  a(i,9iT£[ji,a)V  axiSa; 
£<;  xt  S^  xoajjt,7)0£i(;  dXi.av9ei  9ap£a  xo^Xa), 

(jiTjxexi,  xYJi;  xaXY]!;  cyyilx;  tcov  'PoS6tcy)(;; 
8[jL[i,aa[,v  oli;  'PoS6tc-/)v  ou  Sepxofjiai,  ouSe  9asiv^? 

(piyyoQ  ISeiv  ISeXo)  /puaeov  'HptTc6X7]<;. 

V.  228 

MAKHAONIOT  TPATOT 
T6  oxopia  TouQ  Xapixeaat,  rcpoawTraxa  S'  (5cv0eot  6(iXXei, 

6[jL[jt,axa  xf)  na9i7],  xw  yips  x^  xtBap-jT 
auXeuEK;  [3Xe9(xpcov  cfAoq  oixynxaiv,  oOai;  aotSfJ' 
TTOcvToSev  aypeueit;  xXyjfjiovat;  -/jiOsouq. 

V.231 
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THE  POWER  OF  GOLD 
In  gold  Zeus  entered  Danae's  brazen  bower, 

The  knot  to  sunder  of  her  maiden  zone. 
I  read  the  legend  thus — 'The  conquering  power 

Of  gold  will  crumble  walls  of  brass  or  stone.' 
Gold  overthrows  all  barriers  and  all  guards, 

Bears  down  the  haughtiest  maidenfromabove, 
Like  cheated  Danae,  Take  you  rich  rewards 

In  money,  and  you  need  not  stoop  to  love. 

RHODOPE 
For  whom  this  curling  hair,  these  polished  hands, 

And  nails  so  neatly  trimmed  upon  the  finger? 
Or  what  avails  robe  shot  with  purple  strands, 

When  far  away  from  Rhodope  you  linger? 
Not  seeing  Rhodope  I  have  no  sight, 
Even  when  Heripole  flashes  golden  light. 

FATAL  BEAUTY 
Charms  to  your  lips,  blooms  to  your  face  belong, 

Love  to  your  eyes,  the  viol  to  your  hand. 
Your  looks  rob  men  of  sight,  of  ears  your  song: 

Allwise  you  ravage  mortals  through  the  land. 


43 


LOVE   POEMS 

ATAGIGT  SXOAASTIKOT 

'H  pa  ye  xal  ou,  O^Xivva,  (pipziq  ttoBov,  9]  pa  xal  auTT] 

xapLveig,  auaXeott;  ofXpLaai  TTjxopiev/]; 
ri  au  ^^v  UTTVov  ^x^^'^  yXuxEpcoTarov,  YjpieTepy]?  S^ 

9povTtSoi;  ouTE  Xdyot;  yivsTat,  out'  dpi0[/,6(;; 
£up7)oet(;  Tax'  o[j''Ota>  '^2'')^  S',  ajjLsyapTE,  TtapEiyjv 

aOpyjCTCo  Oapiivoii;  Saxpuai.  TEyyo[xlv7)v. 
KuTTpK;  yap  toc  [jlev  dcXXa  TraXiyxoToi;'  sv  Se  Tt  xaXov 

^XXaxEV,  ExOatpeiv  Ta*;  ao[5apEi)0[ji,eva{;. 

V.  280 

nATAOY  LIAENTIAPIOY 
'lTrTro[jLsv7]v  (piXlouaa  voov  TTpo^lpstaa  AedcvSpoj" 

Ev  8e  AsavSpEbit;  xe^Xecti  7rr]yvu[jL£V7) 
etxova  TYjv  HavOoio  (pipa  9p£ai'  ■KXzE,ot.[iivf]  8e 

Hav9ov,  Ei;  'l7rTro[X£v^v  v6oti,|xov  -/jTop  i5cyco. 
TcavTa  Tov  ev  Tuxkaixfiai^  dvaivofxai"  (ScXXote  S'  aXXov 

aliv  d[i,OLpaioiq  -htuzgi  Sexvi)[j.£V7), 
d9V£r/]v  KuOspsiav  u7rEpxo(ji.ai,.  eI  S£  tic;  ^[J.iv 

[i,£[i,9£Tai,,  £v  TTTEV^Y]  [xifi-VETO)  oloyd[jtcp. 

V.  232 

AAHAON 
KoijpY)  Ti?  (J.'  £9(Xy]a£v  u9£CT7C£pa  xeiXeoiv  uypoi?. 
v£xTap  E'/]v  t6  9lX-/][jLa'  to  ydp  crTOjjia  v£XTapO(;  ^tivei* 
xal  ^eOuco  to  9iX7](jLa,  ttoXuv  tov  EpojTa  ttettcoxwi;. 

V.  305 
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PHILINNA 
Can  you,  too,  love  Philinna?  feel  the  pain, 

And  waste  away  with  eyes  a  tearless  fount? 
Or  lulled  in  sweetest  slumber  have  you  lain, 

And  taken  of  my  love  nor  thought  nor  count? 
The  like  shall  fall  upon  your  hardened  heart: 

I  shall  behold  tears  flooding  down  your  cheek: 
For  Cypris,  else  remorseless,  one  good  part 

Retains — her  hatred  on  the  proud  to  wreak. 

INCONSTANCY 
Kissing  Hippomenes,  I  set  my  mind 

Upon  Leander,  On  Leander's  lip 
I  think  of  Xanthus:  and  with  Xanthus  twined, 

Back  to  Hippomenes  my  heart  I  slip. 
The  friend  at  hand  revolts  me:  sometimes  one, 

Sometimes  another  in  my  fickle  clasp, 
I  reap  love's  riches.  He  who  says  '111  done,' 

In  single  wedlock's  penury  may  gasp. 

A  KISS 
I  kissed  a  maiden  overnight, — 

Her  dewy  lips  on  mine, — 
Her  kiss  a  draught  for  gods'  delight, 

Her  breath  a  drink  divine. 
That  kiss  hath  made  me  drunken  quite 

With  quaffing  love's  strong  wine. 
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MEAEATPOT 

To  oxucpoi;  -^Si)  ysyTjeE"  Xsysi  S'  otl  tS?  cptXepcoToq 
Z7]vo9iXa(;  t|;auei  xoij  XaXiou  oTOfjiaToc;. 

oXpiov  £iG'  utt'  i[ioXQ  vuv  xs^Xecti  '/ziXstx  Geioa 
(XTTveuaTL  tj;uxav  xav  ev  E[i.ol  TipoTTioi. 

V.  171 

POYOINOY 
EupwTrYji;  TO  cpiXyjjxa  xal  v^v  axpi.  /siXso?  eXBy), 

■^Su  ye,  xav  liauar)  [xouvov  axpi.  CTTOfxaxot;. 
^lauei  S'  oux  axpoi<;  -zdiq  -/siXectlv  aXX'  epiaaaa 
TO  OTOfxa,  Tr]v  (I^u/tjv  e^  owy^oiv  avaysi. 

V.  14 

nAATONGS 

Ttjv  (Jvux'^v,  '  AyaOtova  cptXciv,  Itti,  xe^Xsatv  eCT)(ov' 
■/jXGe  yap  '/)  TXy)[j.a>v  ox;  SLa!3r,ao[jLEV/]. 

V.  78 

AFAOIOT  SXOAAETIKOT 

El[J!.l  [XEV  ou  cfikooivoq'  OTav  S'  eOeX'/ji;  [xe  jj.£0uaaai, 
TipfOTa  ou  yeuofA^v/]  Trpo^tpspe,  xal  8ixoy.cci. 

et  yap  l7rnj;aua£i£;  zoic,  -/etXectv,  ouxsti  vr)9eiv 
£U[ji,apEi;,  ouSe  cpuyEtv  tov  yXuxuv  olvoxoov 

Trop6(X£U£i,  yap  qjioiyE  xuXi^  Tiapa  aou  to  cpiX-^[xa, 
xa[  fioi.  (XTiayyEXXet  t-/]v  X'^P''"^  ''1'^  sXa^EV. 

V.261 
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THE  CUP 
The  cup  rejoices  thinking  that  it  sips 

Sweet  words  of  passion  at  my  lady's  mouth. 
'Tis  well!  O  that  her  lips  upon  my  lips 

Would  close,  and  drain  my  very  soul  to  drouth. 

KISSING 
Sweet  are  her  kisses,  if  they  faintly  brush, 

Sweet  if  they  touch  with  half-withholden  lips. 
Her  kisses  are  not  faint,  but  strain  and  crush, 

And  draw  the  soul  out  from  the  finger-tips. 

AT  THE  MEETING  OF  THE  LIPS 
I  held  my  soul  upon  my  lips 

In  that  long  kiss  divine; 
It  came,  poor  thing,  in  hope  to  pass 
And  blend  with  thine! 

A  KISS  UPON  THE  CUP 
I  am  no  bibber:  yet,  wouldst  have  me  drink? 

Taste  ere  thou  givest,  and  I  cannot  miss. 
Sweet  handmaid!  when  thy  lips  have  touched 

the  brink, 
I  can  no  more  refrain  or  fail  or  shrink: 

That  cup  is  crossing-ferry  for  thy  kiss, 

And  brings  me  tidings  of  a  proven  bliss. 
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STPATaNOL 
'EoTTsptYjV  MolpiQ  [Lz,  v-off  y\v  uytaivofxev  wpriv, 

oux  oIS'  eI'te  aa9coq,  el'r'  ovap,  rjaTraoaxo. 
7^8'/]  yap  xa  [Jiev  aXXa  (xaX'  dcTpexecoc  Ivovjaa, 
XWXOCTa  [xo!,  Trpoi^ecpT],  yiiy-oa  eTruvOavsTO. 
ei  Se  [jle  xal  TrecpiX-/]X£  Tex[i.aipo(j!,a!,"  el  yo'P  aXvjOsf;, 
Tioii;  dTroGetco0Ei!;  TuXaJ^ojji'  sTCtx9o'^''°<^' 

XII.  177 


ASKAHniAAOT 

'H8u  Oepoui;  Snj^tovxt  xi'<»>v  tuotov,  tjSu  S^  vauxat,? 

Ix  ■/ti]j.<s>Moc,  ISeTv  elapiv6v  axEtpavov 
■r^Staxov  S'  orroxav  xpu^^lQ  [xta  xou?  cp'-Xsovxac; 

XXaiva,  xal  alv^xai  Kutcpk;  utc'  a[ji.90xepcov. 

V.  169 


OIAOAHMOT 

NuxxepivY),  Slxepwi;,  9iXo7ravvuxe,  9aTve,  SeXtjvt]. 

9aTve,  8t'  euxp-/)Tcov  ^aXXofjisvy]  0uptScoV 
auyaJ^e  /puar/^v  KaXXiaxtov  e<;  xa  9tX£'jvxcov 

^pya  xaxoTcxeueiv  ou  906vo(;  aOavax-f]. 
o>J^\X,ziq  xal  xyjvSs  xal  r)[xeai;,  olSa,  SeXrjvv]" 

xal  yap  o'^v  4"->xV  e^^syev  'EvS'jjjiIcov. 

V.  123 
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DREAM  OR  WAKING 
My  love  at  evening — then  the  mind  is  sound — 

In  deed  or  dream  I  know  not,  greeted  me: 
And  all  the  scene,  speech  made  and  answer  found. 

Stands  clearly  shapen  in  my  memory: 
Yet  is  her  kiss  unproven;  if  'twere  given 
How  am  I  still  on  earth,  who  was  in  heaven? 

DELIGHT 
Sweet  unto  lips  athirst  is  snow  to  drink 

In  summer's  heat: 
Sweet  unto  mariners,  when  the  stormwinds  sink. 

Spring  flowers  to  greet: 
Sweetest  of  all,  when  two  fond  lovers  cling 

Beneath  one  bower, 
While  for  deep  gladness  both  together  sing 

Love's  praise  and  power. 

MOONLIGHT 

Night-wandering  lover  of  the  night-long  rite, 

Shine  through  the  shapely  casement  bars,  O  moon: 

Shed  on  my  lady's  golden  form  thy  light. 

For  heavenly  eyes  may  read  our  lovers'  rune. 

As  thine  own  heart  once  felt  Endymion's  might, 
So  falls  upon  my  love  and  me  thy  boon. 
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POYOINOT 
Aouaa[i,evo!,,npoS[xy],  Tiuxaaa)[ji,e0a,  xal  t6v  icxpaxov 

eXxtofxev,  xuXtxaq  [izUl,ov(xc,  alpopievoi. 

^OLibq  6  /aipovTcov  Icxtv  Piot;"  elroc  xa  XoiTra 

Y^pa*;  xcoXuaef  xal  x6  xeXoi;,  Gdcvaxot;. 

V.  12 
MEAEArPOT 
EuSeii;,  Zrjvo^fXa,  xpuqjspov  QiXoc,'  zlQ'  km  ctoI  vuv 

ci-KTzpoc,  zlq-fiziv  uTTVot;  Itti  pXscpapoi?, 
oiq  km  aol  [i-qS'  ouxoi;,  6  xal  A!,6(;  opipiaxa  GcXytov, 
90ir/jaai,  xdcxe/ov  S'  auxoi;  lyw  oe  [xovoi;. 

V.  174 
ArAOIOT  SXOAASTIKOT 
Mtjttoxs  Xuxve  (jLuxY)xa  9epoi(;,  [i-qB'  6[jiPpov  ^yetpoi?, 

(jLY]  xov  e[ibv  Trauarjq  vufj-cpiov  Ep^opisvov. 
alel  au  cpOovsen;  xt)  KurrpiSt,,  xai.  yap  69'  'Hpw 

T^ppLOCTS  AELOCvSpO)  .  .  .  0U[JI£,    x6  XoiTTOV  icX.. 

'Hcpaiaxou  xeXsOel?,  xal  TztiQoyioci,  oxxi  /aXsTtxQV 
KuTuptSa,  0co7Teuei<;  8eo7coxix7]v  oSuvtjv. 

V.263 
POTOINOT 
Sot  fxe  Xdcxpiv  yXuxuStopoi;  "Epw<;  7rap£S<ox£,  BowTCt, 

xaupov  u7roJ^£u5a(;  si?  ttoOov  auxofzoXov, 
auxoOEXTj,  TtavSouXov,  exouctiov,  auxoxsXEuaxov, 

alxirjoovxa  my.p-qv  jxriTTOx'  IXEuOspi'/jv, 
(5txpt  9tX7)(;  TToXiYit;  xal  Y7;pao?-6[i,[ji.a  [iaXoi  Sk 
(i.7)7uox'  Icp'  Y][j,EX£pai(;  IXTitai  Paaxaviv;. 

V.  22 
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PLEASURE  AND  DEATH 
The  bath — then  wreathe  our  brows  and  let  us  drain 

In  fuller  measure  cups  that  take  the  breath. 
Brief  is  the  life  of  joyance:  then  the  bane 

Of  age  upon  us:  and  the  end  is  death. 

JEALOUSY. 
Sleepest  thou,  sweet?  Would  I  were  wingless  sleep 

To  come  and  slumber  on  thine  eyes  alone! 
Sleep  lulls  the  very  gods:  but  I  would  keep 

Even  sleep  away  and  have  thee  all  mine  own. 

THE  LAMP 
No  fleck  bedim  you,  lamp,  nor  rain  becloud, 

To  stay  my  bridegroom  coming  to  my  door. 
You  are  the  foe  to  love:  when  Hero  vowed 

To  light  Leander — but  I  can  no  more. 
You  are  Hephaestus'  slave,  and  wroth  with  blame 
Of  Cypris,  fain  would  soothe  your  master's  shame. 

WILLING  SLAVE 
To  thee  by  Eros'  good  gift  am  I  given 

For  welcome  service  under  passion's  yoke, 
A  self-delivered,  willing  slave,  self-driven, 

Never  to  claim  dull  freedom  in  revoke, 
Ere  age  thy  dear  head  whiten.  May  no  eye 
Blight  all  our  hopes  with  evil  witchery. 
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rAITOTAIKOT 

' AyX^^^O^  PfpCy-^'^^'i  ETTtCHOTCC,  CTOl  TOcSs  TTEjjLTTCO 

i|ia'-CTia,  xal  XtTYJi;  Scopa  OuTjTToXr/jq. 
aupiov  'lovLou  ytxp  etiI  TiXaxu  Ku[jia  TrspYjca), 

CTTCEuSwv  TjpLETsp-/]?  xoXttov  e?  WiBoQtqq. 
oupiog  aXX'  E7iLXa[jn|/ov  Efxqj  xal  Epwxi,  xal  laxcTj, 

Seottoti  xai,  OaXdcfxcov,  KuTrpi,  xal  rjiovwv. 

V.  17 


MAKHAONIOY  TnATOY 

'HpLspiSac  TpuyocoCTiv  e~/;aiov,  ouSe  rti;  auxcov 
Touq  sXixa?,  xoTtTcov  poTpuv,  dcTrooTpEtpETai. 

aXXa  (TE  TY)v  poSoTf/jxuv,  spiTic;  avAO-qixct  y.zpi\xvi]C, 
uypov  EviTrXs^at;  ajjifxaTi  Ssafjiov,  s^co, 

xal  rp'jyoco  rov  spcora"  xal  ou  Ospoi;,  oux  sap  (5cXXo 

olSa  [JLEVEIV,  OTl  [JLOl  TTOCCTa  yE[J.£!.(;  /apiTcov. 

oJSs  xal  yi^Tinziccq  oXov  xpovov  eI  Se  tk;  ^XOt] 
Xo^o?  eXi^  puTiScov,  TXr)i70|jLat  oic,  qjiXltov. 

V.  227 
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OVER  THE  SEA 
Sovereign  of  stormbeat  coasts!  this  scanty  tale 

Of  gifts  I  offer  from  my  little  store; 
For  o'er  wide  waves  to-morrow  with  the  gale 

I  speed  to  clasp  again  my  paramour. 
Shine  fair  upon  my  passion  and  my  sail, 

Queen  of  the  bridal-chamber  and  the  shore! 


LOVE'S  HARVEST 
They  gather  grapes  in  season :  and  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  culls  the  clusters  richly  hung 
Revileth  not  the  tendrils  there  among. 

But  thee,  O  lady  mine,  0  rosy-fair. 

The  lifted  offering  of  my  lover's  care, 

I  wreathe  in  tender  bonds,  and  hold  thee  there. 

This  is  my  time  for  love's  ingathering: 
I  bide  no  other  summer  and  no  spring: 
For  thou  are  ripe  with  every  lovely  thing. 

Long  thus  may  youth  &  beauty  with  thee  dwell! 
Or  would  some  twining  wrinkle  break  thy  spell, 
It  shall  not  matter, — for  I  love  thee  well. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 

2a)^e6  aoi  y.iXkoi'j  cveTictv,  TuaXtvopaov  iw/jv 

at|i  avaasipdct^co,  xal  ttgcXiv  aY3(i  [xevco" 
cryjv  yap  eyw  SaaTcX-^xa  SiacjTaoLV  oldc  ts  TTixpYjv 

vuxra  xaTaTrTYjCTCTco  t/jv  'AxspovxidcSa" 
■}]ji.aTi  yap  aio  cpsyyo?  6[jloilov  aXXa  to  [jlsv  ttou 

a90oyyov  ctu  Se  \ioi  xal  to  XaX-^(i,a  ospsic 
xslvo,  TO  Ssip'/jvcov  yXuxepcoTEpov,  oj  cm  tzolgoli 

elatv  £jji'?((;  4'^X'']?  eXTCiSst;  IxxpsfxeE?. 

V.  241 


nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

AvjOuvet.  KXeotpdcvT^'  6  Si:  TpiTOt;  apyzzcci  t^Sy) 
Xuyvot;  UTTOxXaJ^etv  /jxa  fjiapaivofjievoc. 

al'Os  Ss  xai.  xpaSirjc;  Tzxjpabq  auvaTrecjpETO  Xuyvw, 
fXYjSe  [ji'  UTi'  aypuTTvoit;  S-/]p6v  exaie  ttoGok;. 

(5  TToaa  T7]v  KuSlpeiav  e7rco|jioaev  zarttpoq  v^^eiv" 
dXX'  out'  dvBpcjTTcov  tpsiSsTai  o'jts  Gscov. 

V.  279 
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FAREWELL 
The  last  farewell  is  on  my  tongue, 

But  fierce  I  draw  the  rein: 
The  word  recoils  as  backward  flung, — 

And  I  remain. 

For  bitter  as  the  stream  of  death 

In  everlasting  night 
Is  that  fell  hour  that  sundereth 

Me  from  thy  sight. 

The  light  of  thee  is  like  the  day; 

Yet  daylight  is  but  dumb. 
But  when  thou  comest  in  the  way, 

Sweet  voices  come: — 

Tones  sweeter  than  the  Sirens'  song 

That  on  the  waters  rang; 
And  there  with  all  its  hopes  in  throng 

My  heart  doth  hang. 

CLEOPHANTIS 
My  lover  tarries:  three  times  in  the  night 

The  lamp  hath,  gently  dwindling,  ceased  to  burn. 
O  could  I  quench  my  heart's  fire  as  that  light, 

And  all  my  sleepless  love  to  darkness  turn! 
How  oft  he  swore  that  he  would  come  at  eve: 
But  god  and  man  alike  his  vows  deceive. 
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MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

Aupiov  aOprjCTco  ae.  to  S'  ou  ttots  yiveTat  v)[Jttv, 

■/]Qa.8oq  a[i.poXi7)(;  alev  de^opLEVYji;. 
TauTa  [loi  [[iz'ipovTi  yapi^eai"  aXXa  8'  e<;  aXXout; 

Swpa  9ep£Li;,  IpLsOev  Trtariv  txTreiTra^Evr). 
6(J;o(jLat,  eCTTTEpiYj  oe.  tl  S'  imzEpoq  eoxi  YU'^oc'''<ti^"^; 

yjjpat;  d(ieTpy)Tcp  7TX7]06(jievov  puTiSt. 

V.  233 


MAPKOT  APTENTAPIOT 

'Hp(xcy07](;  TrXouxtov  Saxjix.paTei;'  dXXa  tt^vt]?  cov 
oux£t*  epat;'  Xijjtoi;  9ap[i,axov  oTov  e'xet- 

r]  S^  7rdpo<;  as  xaXeuoa  jjiupov  xal  Tep7rv6v  "AScoviv 
M7]V09iXa,  vuv  oou  rouvopia  TruvSavexai." 

Tiq,  7t66£v  eT(;  dvSpcov;  tcoOi.  toi  7r6Xt<;;  9)  (xdXit;  Syvco 
tout'  ^7ro<;,  aj(;  ouSel(;  ouSev  ^x^'^f  >•  9tXo(;. 

V.  113 


KPATHTOS 
"^pwxa  Trauet  Xi[x6(;'  el  Se  [jir),  xpdvoq. 

6epaTceta  ooi  t6  Xoittov  rjpTrjoOo)  (Bpdxoi;. 

IX. 497 
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ABANDONED 
'To-morrow  I  shall  see  thee' — O  for  ever  thus  denied! 

For  daily  comes  renewal  of  the  daily  new  delay. 
This  is  my  cold  requital,  while  to  loves  on  every  side 
Thou  gift  on  gift  dost  render  and  thy  troth  to  me 
betray. 
'In  the  evening  I  shall  see  thee' — but  a  woman's 

eventide 
Is  when  her  cheek  is  furrowed  deep  and  life  has 
passed  away. 

LOVE  AND  MONEY 
When  rich  you  loved  her:  now  with  loss  of  money 

Your  love  is  gone — for  pangs  of  hunger  cure. 
She  called  you  'beauty's  model'  then,  and  'honey' : 

Now  asks  'Who  are  you,  Sir?  I  am  not  sure: 
Your  name  and  country,  pray?' — How  truly  wends 
The  adage  'Out  of  money,  out  of  friends.' ! 

REMEDIES 
Love  is  slain  by  fasting,  or  if  fasting  fail, 

Time  will  avail. 
Spite  of  time  and  fasting,  if  unquenched  the  flame 

Burn  still  the  same, 
Then  your  only  medicine  is  a  cord  and  noose: 

So  love  is  loose. 


57 


LOVE   POEMS 

ArA0IOT  SXOAASTIKOT 

Tt  cTxevaxeii;;  cptX^w.  Tiva;  rcapB^vov.  ^  ^i.  ye  xaXi^v; 

xaXYjv  rjixexlpotq  6ii[ia.(yi  cpaivofxsvTjv. 
TToij  Se  [xtv  £L<;ev6r]CTai;;  exei  ttotI  Seituvov  ETreXOwv 

^uv^  xexXi[i.£V7]v  SSpaxov  sv  OTi[3a8t. 
IXni'^tic,  St  Tuxetv;  val  val  tpiXot;-  (X[X9aSi7]v  S^ 

ou  J^7]T(o  9t,XtY)v,  (iXX'  6TroxXeTrTOtJi.^v7]V. 
t6v  v6ixi(xov  pLaXXov  9euyet(;  yap'^ov;  (i't^pe>t£i;  ^yvwv 

8tti  ye  Tcov  xxeavcov  ttouXi)  to  XsiTiofxevov. 
iyvo)?;  ou  9i,X££[.£;,  l^zuaao-  -ndq  Suvarai  yap 

ipux^  epco!Jt.avlEi,v  6p8a  Xoyi!^o[i,£Vir); 

V.  267 
AOYKIAAOT 
Et  |xe  (piXsi?,  ^pyco  [it  cpiXci,  xal  [xr)  ^'  aSixr)a7](;, 

(ipXYjv  Tou  pXaTTTELV  T'/jv  (piXCav  Oefjievoq. 
TTOcoi  yap  avGpwTCOtatv  lycb  tcoXu  xpsocrova  (fir][d 

-rr)v  cpavspav  IxQpo'"^  "^^"^  SoXepvii;  cptXlac;. 
cpaat  8h  xal  vyjectctiv  aXLTrXavleoai  xepe^ou? 

Tai;  \)(f)6iXo\)q  Tterpa?  tcov  9av£ptov  oTCiXaScov. 

XI.  390 
MEAEArPOT 
Nu^  lepY),  xal  Xu/ve,  CTUvioTopa?  ouTiva?  iScXXou? 

Spxot?,  iXX'  u[jLea<;  etX6[JL£0'  a(A96Tepoi. 
XW  l^ev  £pt,^  CTT^p^eiv,  x£ivov  8'  iyco  o\i  ttots  'ktlf\iziv 

d>(x6oa(i.£V  xoLVYjv  8'  etxe'ce  (i.apTupl-r)V. 
vuv  8'  6  (JL£V  opxLa  (ffi)oh  ev  {58aT!.  xeTva  9lpea6ai, 

Xuxve,  au  8'  ev  x6Xtuoi(;  auT^v  6p^<;  ixlptov. 

V.8 
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CALCULATING  LOVE 
'Why  sigh?'  'I  am  in  love.'  'With  whom?'  'A maid.* 
'Pretty?'  'Yes,  or  my  vision  is  betrayed.' 
'Where  met  you?'  'Dining  at  a  friend's  behest 
I  sat  beside  her  as  my  fellow-guest.' 
'You  think  to  win  her?'  'I  am  well  with  her, 
But  stolen  love,  not  open,  I  prefer.' 
'You  will  not  marry?'  'No:  on  sure  report 
I  have  it  proved,  her  means  are  very  short.' 
'Proved?  and  you  call  that  love?  Pretence  or  trick! 
Wild  passion  is  not  strict  arithmetic' 

LOVE  AND  HATE 
Loving  me  love  me  truly — not  with  wrong 

To  make  your  loving  serve  towards  my  hurt. 
For  ever  is  the  burden  of  my  song 

That  guileful  love  is  worse  than  hate  overt; 
Just  as  a  sailing  boat  had  far  more  lief 
Encounter  standing  rock  than  sunken  reef. 

BROKEN  VOWS 
O  Holy  Night,  and  Lamp  that  burnest  dim! 

Ye  only  heard  the  plighted  troth  we  made. 
He  swore  to  love  me,  I  to  cherish  him 

For  ever,  and  your  witness-seal  we  prayed. 
O  Lamp,  his  vows  adown  far  waters  swim, 

And  on  another's  breast  thou  seest  him  laid. 


59 


LOVE   POEMS 

KOMHTA  XAPTOTAAPIOY 

"Ojjt,[jiaTa  OuXXi.:;  ETrefxTrs  xaxa  ttXoov  opxoi;  aXTJxrjt; 

TrXd^ETO,  A7](ji.ocp6(ov  S'  ■Jjev  ocTiioTOt;  txvyjp. 
vuv  8s,  91X7],  niarbq  [ikv  eyco  Trapdc  9tva  OaXdcaaTji; 

Arjpiocpocov  CTu  Ss  ttojc;,  OuXXi^,  amaroq  etp'Ji;; 

V.  265 

ASKAHniAAOT 

Nu^  (xaxpY)  xai  ysifxa,  pLearjv  8'  km  HXeiaSa  Suvsi, 

xdyw  Trap  TrpoBupoiq  vioaopiai  u6[X£voc, 
xpcoOsli;  rrfi  SoXr/;?  xsivyjc;  TToOfo'  ou  ydp  sptoTa 
KuTCpiq,  dv!.'/]p6v  8'  ex  TTupo^  -/jxe  [BsXof;. 

V.  189 
nAAAAAA 

IloXXdxit;  e5£CTT7;aa  teTjV  oiXoT'/jTa  X7.l  ij[3ptv 
xal  TToXij  xo'jcpoTlp'^v  a'/)v  rfiXoxr^za  (xocOcov, 
Xoi8opiY)v  8s  psTTOuoocv,  £/copiCT0'/^v  9iX6t-/]T0(;, 
jjly]X£ti  PaaxdcJ^cov  'j[3pi.v  aTtjjioTaTTjv. 

X.99 
MEAEAFPOT 

'Eyyet,  xal  ttocXiv  ems,  TraXiv,  TcdXtv,  'HXt.o8o)pai;" 
zlizi,  CTUv  dxpyjTco  to  yXuxu  [ji-^oy'  6vo[i.a. 

xai  [loi  Tov  PpexOsvTa  [xupoti;  xai,  yQii^bv  sovra, 
[ava[j!,6auvov  x£[va(;,  d(jtcpt.Ti0£!,  aT£9avov. 

8axpu£t  9iX£paaTov  t8ou  p68ov,  ouvexa  XEivav 
aXXoGt,  xou  xoXttok;  y][jiET£po!.i;  ic,opa. 

V.  136 
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PHYLLIS 
You  watched  his  fading  sails.  The  oath  he  swore 

Strayed  wandering,  for  he  had  no  faith  at  heart. 
But  I  right  faithful,  dear,  stand  on  the  shore: 

And  shall  I  think  in  you  faith  has  no  part? 

NIGHT  VIGIL 
Long  wintry  night,  and,  as  the  Pleiads  slant, 

I  wend  before  her  door  in  drenching  rain. 
Betrayed  and  passion-torn.  No  love  doth  grant 

Cypris,  but  hurls  me  fiery  shafts  of  pain. 

SCORN 
Oft  have  I  set  your  love  against  your  scorn; 

But  finding  love  the  lighter  in  the  scales. 
Weighed  down  by  scoffing,  love  I  have  forsworn 

And  cast  the  load  of  shame  your  scorn  entails. 

REGRETS 
Fill  up  the  cup  and  pledge  my  love  again. 

And  blend  again  her  sweet  name  with  the  wine. 
Let  now  the  crown  of  flowers,  whose  scented  rain 

Brings  her  remembrance,  on  my  brow  recline. 
Behold!  the  love-lorn  rose  doth  weep  amain 

To  see  my  love  in  other  arms  than  mine. 


6i 


LOVE   POEMS 

nosEiAinnoT 

Aaxpua  xal  xcifjiot,  t[  jji'  lyetpeTe,  upiv  ii68ciq  apai 
ex  Tcupoi;,  eli;  sTEprjv  KuTipiSot;  av9paxtr]v; 

Xtjyo)  S'  ou  ttot'  epoiToq"  acl  Se  [loi  iE,  'A9po8iT7)q 
aXyoi;  6  [xt]  xptvcov  xaivov  ayet,  ti  tz6Qoq. 

V.211 

nAYAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 
'0(p6aX[ji,oi,  T£0  [xe)(p!.(;  dcpuaasTe  vexrap  'Epcoxcov, 

xaXXcot;  axpr]Tou  J^topoTOTai  0paCT£e(;; 
TT^Xe  Si.a0p£^co[XEV  oTrrj  oOevoi;'  ev  Ss  yaXYjvy] 

VY]<paXi,a  CTTTeiow  KuTipiSi,  MeiXi^i"/^. 
ei  8'  apa  ttou  xal  xeiOi,  xaTaox£TO?  eaaofxai  ol'oTpc*), 

yLVSCT0£  xpuspoti;  Saxpuoi  piuSaXsot, 

EvSlXOV  OtXtjOOVTEi;  OLzl  TTOVOV  E^  UflECOV  yOCp, 

9eu,  Tzupbq  sq  xoaoYjv  -/^XOofjiev  epyaai7]v. 

V.  226 

MEAEATPOT 
Kij(jia  TO  TTixpov  "EpcoTOc;,  axoi[jL-/)Toi  te  7tveovte(; 

Z^Xoi,  xal  xcb[Jicov  )(£!,[j(.Ept,ov  TTsXayof;* 
TToT  cpepofxai;  TrdcvTY]  Ss  9p£vcov  otoLxzq  aqjeivxai. 
•?i  TTcicXi  T7)v  xputpEpY^v  SxuXXav  E7ro4j6pt.£6a; 

V.  190 
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NO  REST 

0  Tears!  O  revels!  wherefore  plunge  again 
My  feet  in  flames,  ere  yet  they  quit  the  fire? 

1  cease  not  loving,  though  determined  pain 

Come  with  each  undetermined  fresh  desire. 


GUILTY  EYES 
Love's  wine  for  ever  drinking,  0  mine  eyes? 

And  quaffing  purest  beauty  without  cease? 
Come,  fly,  as  strength  betide  us,  and  devise 

A  wineless  offering  unto  love  in  peace. 
Or  there  if  still  the  maddening  passion  sting. 

Ye  shall  be  drenched  with  tears  of  chilly  rain, 
And  suffer  as  ye  sinned,  remembering 

Your  deed  hath  brought  me  to  this  fire  of  pain 


LOVE  IN  STORM 
Mid  waves  of  passion  and  mid  storms  unquiet 

Of  jealous  hate: 
Mid  tossing  seas  of  revel  and  of  riot, 

On  to  my  fate 
I  drift — the  rudders  of  my  soul  all  broken — 

I  know  not  where. 
Shall  once  again  the  land  I  sight  betoken 

But  Scylla's  lair? 

63 


LOVE    POEMS 

MEAEATPOY 

"AoTpa,  xat  y]  cpiXspcoai  xaXov  9aivouCTa  LsXrjvr], 

xal  Nu^,  xai  xw^cov  cujaTiXavov  opyaviov, 
3cpa  ys  tyjv  9iXaa<i)TOV  st'  ev  xoiTaiatv  a6p-/jCT0J 

aypuTTVOv,  Xu/vco  ttoXX'  aTroSaofxevY^v; 
7]  Ttv'  zjzi  CTuyxoiTov;  £7tI  TipoOupoiCTi,  [jiapavac; 

SaxpuCTLv  lx8-/]CTco  Tou?  LXETa?  aT£9avou<;, 
gv  ToS'  sTTiypaij^ac;'  KuTcpt,  aol  MeXeaypo<;,  6  \xuai-i]c, 

owv  xcofxwv,  aTopy^(;  oxuXa  tocS'  sxpepiacTEv . 

V.  191 

MEAEAPPOY 

Atst  ^01  Suvei  [Lzv  ev  ouacriv  ■5ixo<^  "EptoTO?, 
6[ji[jia  8s  CTtya  IIoOok;  to  yXuxu  Saxpu  qjspei. 

ouS'  Y)  vu^,  ou  cpsyyo?  exoifxiaev,  aXX'  utto  9iXTpojv 
T^S'/)  TTOu  xpaSia  yvcocTTOt;  evsaxi  xuTrot;. 

w  TTxavoi,  [Vf]  xai  ttot'  l9iTrTa(T0ai  (jiev,  "Epcoxet;, 
oI'Soct',  ocTroTUT/ivat.  S'  ouS'  oaov  Ictx^jete; 

V.212 

MEAEAPPOY 

'O  Nu^,  w  9iXdypuTrvo(;  sixot  tu60O(;  'HXioScopai;, 

xat  oxoXicov  apOpwv  xviCT[xaTa  Saxpuxo^P'')' 
apa  [JLEVS!.  CTTOpyv]!;  s[J.a  'kzi'\)o>M'x,  xal  to  9D.-/]iaa, 

1jlv-/][jl6ouvov  (j>uxpa  6aX7i£T'  ev  elxaaiqc; 
5pa  y'  ex^i  cruyxoiTa  Ta  Saxpua,  xafxov  oveipov 

<]^x>yjxTiy.T'{]-^  axipvoiq  a[ji9!,[3aXouCTa  9i,XeL; 
1^  vioq  fiXkoQ  ipoiQ,  vtoL  rraiyvia;  [xyjttote,  "kd/yz, 

TaijT  e^iSy)!;,  eI'tji;  8'  -^i;  TiapsScoxa  9uXa^. 

V.  166 
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A  TOKEN 

0  stars  and  moonlight  fair  on  lovers  shed! 
O  night  and  roystering  music  of  the  flute! 

Shall  I  behold  the  wanton  still  abed 

Unsleeping,  and  her  lamp  for  witness  mute? 

Or  is  she  fellowed?  At  her  door  I  set 

These  tear-stained  flowers  to  which  my  prayers 
have  clung, 

And  write — 'Here  Meleager,  anchoret 

To  Love  devote,  hath  spoil  of  passion  hung.' 

A  CRY  FOR  REST 
The  noise  of  passion  ringing  in  mine  ears, 

Mine  eyes  with  tears  of  sweet  desire  made  blind, 

1  rest  not  day  nor  night  while  fancy  rears 

My  love's  familiar  form  before  my  mind. 
O  winged  desires,  that  fall  upon  your  prey 
Resistless,  wherefore  lacks  the  strength  to  wing 

away? 

REMEMBRANCE 
O  night!  O  wakeful  heart,  of  love  bereft. 

And  fretting  bitter-sweet  and  writhing  limb! 
Of  our  warm  kisses  does  a  memory  left 

Make  some  cold  image  in  her  fancy  swim? 
Tears  share  her  couch  perchance,  and  in  a  dream 

Perchance  she  clasps  my  phantom  form  to  kiss. 
Or  has  she  some  new  love,  new  toy?  Thy  beam 

Guarding  my  trust,  0  lamp,  ne'er  look  on  this. 
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MEAEArPOY 

Kvjpijocco  Tov  "EpfOTa,  t6v  dcypiov  apTi  yap  itpxi 

opGpivoi;  Ix  xoixat;  wxe^ '  a7ro7rTa(xevo(;. 
zGTi  8'  6  Trait;  yXuxuSaxpu?,  aeLXaXo?,  wxu<;,  d0a[xpTf)(;, 

CTifJia  yeXciv,  TrxspdeK;  vcoxa,  9ap£Tpocp6pO(;. 
Traxpot;  8'  ouxex'  e/co  tppaCeiv  xivot;"  ouxe  yap  Al6r)p, 

ou  X6cov  (ffiGi  xexEiv  xov  Gpaauv,  ou  IlsXayof;. 
TrdcvxT)  yap  xal  Traatv  dcTOxGexat,.  dXX'  E(;opaxe 

li,r)  Tiou  vuv  4'u/ai(;  aXXa  xiOyjot  Xiva. 
xaixot  xefvoc;,  i8ou,  Trcpl  cpcoXeov.  ou  (xe  XeXTjOai;, 

xo^oxa,  Zrjvo9iXa(;  opipiaoi  xpu7Tx6[ji,EVOi;. 

V.  177 
MEAEAPPOT 
IltoXetoOco,  xal  [xaxpoi;  ex'  Iv  x6X7rot<7(.  xa0eu8cov 

TucoXeiaBo).  xi  S'  e[ioi  x6  Bpaau  xouxo  xpe9Eiv; 
xal  ydp  ai[ibv  i(f\J  xal  UTuoTixEpov  iStxpa  S'  ovu^iv 

y.v'i'C.ei'  xal  xXatov  TioXXd  (jiexa^u  yEXa. 
Trpoq  8'  EXt  XoiTTOv  6cxpE7T:xov,  dcEiXaXov,  o^u  SeSopx6?, 

aypiov  oij8'  auxfj  [Jt.7]xpl  91X75  xiOaodv 
Tidvxa  zipaq.    xoiyap  TTErrpaaExai.    eI'  xi?  d7T67rXoU5 

i[inopoQ  wveioOai  TiaiSa  OsXst,  -KpoqlTOi. 
xatxot  XiCTCJEx',  180 u,  8ESaxp\j[i,evo?.  ou  a'  2x1,  tcwXG* 

6dcpaei"  ZyjvoqjCXa  0UVXP0901;  w8s  (i^ve. 

V.  178 
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EROS  LOST 
Wild  Eros,  I  proclaim,  is  lost  or  strayed: 

Just  now  at  dawn  he  sprang  from  sleep  on  wings: 
Has  winning  tears,  quick,  prattling,  undismayed: 

Has  pinions,  bears  a  bow,  a  quiver  slings. 
His  sire,  I  know  not:  not  from  Air,  be  sure. 

Nor  mother  Earth  nor  Ocean  did  he  start. 
At  strife  with  all  the  wide  world,  some  fresh  lure 

He  may  be  setting  now  to  snare  a  heart. 
But  ho!  I  spy  him  lurking  in  his  den — 
There  in  my  lady's  eyes — to  shun  my  ken. 


EROS  FOR  SALE 
Take  him  to  market — from  his  Mother's  breast 

To  market!  Why  should  I  keep  such  a  knave? 
A  sly  knave,  winged,  with  tickling  fingers  blest, 

And  mingling  tears  with  laughter,  gay  with  grave: 
Headstrong  to  boot,  a  prattler,  keen  of  eye, — 

His  very  Mother  never  found  him  meek. 
The  elf — ^I  sell  him:  would  some  merchant  buy 

A  boy  to  take  on  voyage,  let  him  speak. 
What?  prayers  and  tears?  Take  heart — I  will  not  sell, 
But  leave  you  in  my  dear  love's  soul  to  dwell. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Nal  xav  KuTrpiv,  "Epaq,,  (pXe^co  ra  aa  Trdcvxa  Tiuptooa?, 

To^a  TE  xal  2y.u6i.x7]v  loSoxov  9ap£Tp7]v. 
9X2^03,  vaL  Tt  [xdcTaia  Y£Xa(;,  xai,  aifjia  asaripdiC, 

[luyfii^ziq;  Ta)(a  ttou  aapSavtov  yeAaaeLc;. 
■5]  yap  aeu  tcx  TroSrjya  IToOcov  coxuTiTspa  x6(j;a(;, 

)(aXx6SeTov  ccpiy^co  ooii;  Tiepl  ttoctcjI  toS'/jv. 
xaiTOL  KaSfxciov  xparoi;  oI'cto[jL£v,  el'  oe  Tidcpoixov 

4"J'/'?i  cru^eu^co,  Xuyxa  Trap'  al-Kokioiq. 
aXX'  I'Ol  Su^vix7]T£,  Xa[Bcbv  S'  etti  xoucpa  TtsSiXa 

exTTSTaoov  xaxtvaq  sit;  exspout;  Tixspuyai;. 

V.  179 
MEAEAFPOT 
AiCTCTOfx',  "Epcot;,  xov  aypuTivov  sjjloI  ttoOov  ' HXtoSti) pa? 

xoL[JLiCTOV,  aiSeoOeLt;  Mouoav  ejjf/^v  ixsxiv. 
xal  yap  8rj  xa  aa  xo^a,  xa  pir]  SsSiSaypisva  pdcXXeiv 

aXXov,  oceI  8'  ett'  e^ol  7rxy]va  yiovTOL  ^zkf], 
el  xal  [jtc  xxelvai.^,  X£L(j)co  9covy]v  Trpoievxa 

ypapipiax''  "Epcoxot;  opa,  ^elve,  [jn.at90vl75v. 

v.'215 
MAKHAONIOT  YnATOT 
Hapaevli;  oux  epyw"    x6  jjLsv  ouvo(xa  xaXov  axo'jaa? 

col'aa[i.rjV  cu  Se  |jioi.  Trixpoxeprj  Oavaxou. 
xal  9ei)y£L(;  9t.X£ovxa,  xal  ou  9!.Xeovxa  Sicoxett;, 

69pa  TraXiv  xeTvov  xal  9i,X£0vxa  9uy"/)(;. 
xevxpO[i,av£i;  S'  ayxtcixpov  £91)  oxofxa,  xal  [xe  Saxovxa 

euOuq  c^ei  poSeou  /eiXeof;  cxxpepiea. 

V.  247 
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TO  EROS 
By  heaven,  I'll  burn  to  ashes  all  your  gear, 

Your  bow,  your  arrows,  and  your  arrow-sheath! 
You  laugh  and  archly  smile  or  mocking  leer: 

But  soon  your  lips  may  curl  with  gnashing  teeth, 
What  if  those  wings  that  waft  desire  I  broke, 

And  gripped  your  feet  with  adamantine  chains? 
It  were  defeat  in  victory  to  yoke 

You  to  my  soul — a  lynx  among  the  swains. 
Hence — take  your  stubborn  self  in  sandalled  flight 
And  spread  your  wings  on  other  hearts  to  light. 

DESPAIR 
O  Love,  beseech  you!  heed  my  suppliant  song. 

And  send  my  sleepless  passion  some  redress. 
On  me  alone  thine  arrows  made  to  throng 

Pour  all  thy  feathered  shafts  with  all  their  stress; 
Yet  if  I  die,  my  verse  shall  shout  thy  wrong — 

'Stranger,  behold  thou  Love's  blood-guiltiness.' 

TO  PARMENIS 
Your  name  belies  you:  once  I  thought  it  sweet. 

But  death  to  me  were  kinder  than  your  spite. 
You  flee  from  love,  you  chase  love  in  retreat. 

Then,  ere  love's  capture,  turn  again  to  flight. 
A  hook  your  mouth  is:  when  I  touch  the  sting, 
You  hold  me  on  your  rosy  lips  aswing. 
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nATAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 
"Qptooa  (ji.ttJLva!^£!,v  aio  -ctjXoOsv,  apyexi  xoup-/), 

a/pi  SucoSsxaTTji;,  (b  tiottoi,  y]p!.7r6X7]<;. 
ou  8'  £tX-/jv  6  -aikot.q-  to  yap  auptov  a[jLpii  oaav8y] 

T7]XoTepcL)  [i.y)v-^£;,  val  ^a  as,  Sa)S£xaT-/]C. 
aXXfx  Osouc;  txsTeue,  91X-/),  [X"/)  -aura  yccpy.^Cf.i 

opxia  Tcot,vai"/]£;  vcoxov  uTrsp  ceXiSoc;" 
GeXye  Ss  aai?  /apLTEGOiv  £[ji,-/]v  9p£va'  [iri  8i  [i.z  [aaaTi^, 

TTOTva,  xaTao[XU^ir]  xal  a£0  xal  [jiaxapwv. 

V.  254 

nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 
AtxXtSa?  a(JLcp£Tiva^£v  iyioXq  FaXaTEia  TrpocrcoTtoK; 

£CT7r£pO(;,  uPpiOTTiV  [Jt,ij0OV  E7I£U^apL£Vr;, 

"TPpic  Epwrat;  eXucte.    [i,aT-/]v  oSe  [xij9o(;  aXarai. 

ij^piq  £[i.r]v  EpE0£(.  jjiaXXov  spwpiavLrjv. 
co[i.oc7(x  yap  Xuxa[3avTa  [xevsiv  dcTravEuOEv  Exsivrji;' 

w  TCOTTor  dXX'  IxETTQi;  Trpcoio(;  euOui;  Sp7]v. 

V.  256 

MEAEAPPOT 

Asivbq  "Epco?,  SsLvoq.  ti  Se  to  ttXeov,  'q  rraXtv  eI'tto), 
xal  TuaXiv,  oi[Ji.w^oiv  iroXXaxi,  Seivo?  "Epco?; 

^  yap  o  Tratc;  TOUTOtai  ysXa,  xal  Tiuxva  xaxtaGeli; 
T^SsTai.'  v^v  8'  eI'ttco  XoiSopa,  xal  TpE9£Tai. 

6au[Jia  8e  jjloi,,  TzS>q  apa  Sia  yXauxoio  9avETaa 
xu^xaToq,  1^  uypou,  Kurrpt,,  au  Tiup  T£TOxa(;. 

V.  176 


70 


LOVE   POEMS 

VOWS  BROKEN 

To  quit  you  for  twelve  days  I  made  an  oath, 

And  shun  afar  your  coldness:  but  alas! 
Poor  fool,  I  failed.  The  morrow  seemed  in  troth 

As  slowly  as  a  long  twelve  months  to  pass. 
Dear,  pray  the  gods  for  record  not  to  grave 

My  broken  vows  on  their  avenging  scroll: 
And  by  thy  gracious  favour,  Sovran,  save; 

Else  will  thy  scourge  &  heaven's  crush  my  soul. 

GALATEA 
At  eve  she  clanged  her  portals  in  my  face. 

And  cried,  beshrewing  me  with  saucy  speech, 
'Scorn  withers  love.'  The  word  fits  not  the  case; 

Scorn  lifts  love-madness  but  to  higher  reach. 
Afar  from  her  to  spend  the  year  I  swore — 
And  stood  next  mom  beseeching  at  her  door. 


EROS 

Strange,  strange  is  Eros.  What  more  or  besides 
Avails  to  say  but  groan  'O  strange  indeed?' 

He  jests  at  sighs;  is  merry  when  one  chides; 
And  on  my  fierce  reviling  thrives  to  feed. 

Daughter  of  ocean  foam!  I  marvel  sore 

How— fire  from  water — such  a  son  you  bore. 
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OIAOAHMOT 
'HpaaSrjv  ziq  8'  ouxi",  XEXcofxaxa"  xtt;  S'  a(i.tjY]TOi; 

xco(j[,cov;  aXX'  IpiavYjv.  ex  -clvoq;  ouyi  6eou; 
£ppi99w  TToXiT]  yap  inzlvzzoii  avri,  [jLsXaivTrjc; 

epl^  TjSy],  ctuvst-?^;  aYT2:^'<J?  '/jAtxiTji;. 
xal  Trai^stv  ote  xaipoq,  eTrai^ajjieV  rjvixa  xai  vuv 
ouxsTi,  Xwi;T£prj(;  qjpovriSot;  a.<\)6[LeQx. 

V.  112 


MAKHAONIOT 

Tw  XP^'"?>  '^o'^  eptora  (jt£T£pxon,a!.*  ou  yap  aporpco 
spya  [j.EXiCToaaiv  ytverai.  r]  axoi.Tia.w~o, 

dXX'  sapi  Spooepqi"  y.k'kizoc,  ye  [Jt.ev  'A9poyev£iY)(; 
6  xpucjoi;  TsXeOei,  TioixtXot;  epyaTivTQ?. 

V.  240 

nosEiAinnoT 

MiQ  fxs  SoxEi  TCi0avoT(;  aTraxav  Sdcxpuooi,  (I>!,Xaivi' 
olSa,  9t.XEic;  yap  oXco?  ouSsva  [aei^ov  Ef^ou, 

TOUTOV  oaov  Trap'  ejjloI  xsxXioai  )(p6voV  ei  S'  Exepdi;  cte 
eixe,  9i.Xetv  av  ecpyjv  (aeli^ov  exeivov  ejxou. 

V.  186 
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WILD  OATS 
I  have  loved  and  run  riot  like  all  the  world — 

Who  knows  not  riot  and  love? 
Thro'  my  heart  the  storms  of  passion  have  whirled 

The  frenzy  from  heaven  above. 

Now  away  with  it  all!  for  the  hoar- white  hair 

Is  thrusting  the  sable  away, 
And  a  message  is  come  and  a  sign  to  declare 

'Tis  time  to  be  sober  to-day. 

I  have  had  my  season  of  frolic  in  youth, 

And  now  that  the  season  is  past, 
'Tis  time  to  bethink  me  of  wisdom  forsooth, 

'Tis  time  for  reforming  at  last. 

MONEY  AND  LOVE 
With  gold  I  get  my  loving.  Plough  and  hoe 

Are  not  the  tools  for  bees,  who,  making  honey. 
Use  dewy  flowers  of  springtime.  So,  I  trow. 

Love' s  sweetness  comes  from  clever  work  of  money. 

LOVE  IN  PRESENCE 
Think  not  with  winning  tears  to  cozen  me: 

I  know  you  love  me  far  beyond  the  rest- 
So  long  as  I  caress  you.  If  so  be 

Another  clips  you,  then  you  love  him  best. 
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KAAAIMAXOT 

OuTCO?  UTTVWOai?,  KfOVCOTTtOV,  diq  l[lh  TTOtetC 

xoi[jLao0ai  ^\>xpoi<^  ToTaSc  Trapa  izpoQupoic,. 
o(jTco?  UTcvwaait;,  dSixcoTOCTr],  oj<;  t6v  IpaCTTVjv 

xoliJ.'iC,ziq'  eXeou  S'  ouS'  ovap  rjVTiaaai;. 
yeiTOVEi;  oixTeipoua!.'  au  S'  ouS'  ovap.  t)  ttoai,/]  St 
auTLx'  dva[jLV7jae!,  xaurd  as  Travxa  aoiri). 

V.  23 
OIAOAHMOT 
'E^rjxovxa  tsXsi  XaptTW  XuxccpavTiSa^  wpaq' 

dXX'  £Ti  xuavscov  ouppia  n.£vet  TrXoxdpiwv, 
X7)v  aTspvoig  exL  xsiva  xd  XuyStva  xwvia  piaaxoiv 

eox-/]xev,  jjiixp-/]!;  YU[j!.vd  TTEptSpofzocSoq, 
xai  /pox;  dppuxiSwxot;  Ix'  d(j.Ppo(7[7]v,  sxi  tteiGco, 

Tuacjaq  exi  oxdJ^et,  [xupidSat;  yaptxcov. 
dXXd  TToOou?  6py(ovxa(;  oaot,  [zv]  cpsuysx'  spaoxai, 
Ssup'  I'xe,  TTjC,  execov  X-/)06[xevoi  SexdSo;;. 

V.  13 
nATAGY  2IAENTIAPI0T 
np6xpi,x6<;  ECTxi,  OiXivva,  xey)  pux[(;,  ri  ouhq  yi^r]q 

TzocariQ'  [[xeipo)  8'  o(.[iff)lc,  zyzi\)  TTaXdfAait; 
fxaXXov  eyo)  oco  [i.^Xa  xaprj^aplovxa  xopufxPoti;, 

7^  \j.yXJbv  vzonpriq,  opOiov  tjXixly];;. 
a6v  ydp  Sxi  90iv67rcopov  urrspxEpov  el'apo?  aXXr;?, 
XeTj^a  GOV  dXXoxpiou  Oepfioxspov  Gepeoi;. 

V.  258 
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BAD  NIGHT 
111  sleep  befall  thee,  like  the  cold  repose 

Here  in  the  dark  I  take  beside  thy  door, 
Sleep  like  the  sleep  to  thee  thy  lover  owes. 

O  heart  that  mercy  never  stood  before! 
Void  of  the  ruth  that  every  friend  bestows, 

Thou  shalt  repent  thee  when  thy  hair  is  hoar. 

A  WELL-PRESERVED  AGE 
Three  score  the  years  that  Charito  hath  told. 

But  thick  she  coils  her  raven  tresses  yet. 
Her  breasts  like  marble  hillocks,  firm  of  mould, 

Stand  with  no  girdling  fillet  underset. 
No  wrinkles  hers:  all  sweetness,  all  allure. 

She  is  the  fountain  of  ten  thousand  charms. 
So  lovers  all,  who  would  mad  passion  cure. 

Come  losing  thought  of  time,  and  woo  her  arms. 

PHILINNA  AGED 
Your  wrinkles  are  more  dear  than  richest  flush 

Of  youth,  Philinna,  and  my  hand  as  soon 
The  drooping  clusters  of  your  breast  would  brush, 

As  maiden's  bosom  with  its  rounded  boon. 
Fairer  your  Fall  than  other's  Springtime  blush, 

Your  Winter  warmer  than  another's  June. 
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nATAGY   2IAENTIAPI0T 

BoCTTpuxov  o)[jLoy£povTa  Ti  p1.sfi.9ea!,,  opt.jj.aTa  S'  uypa 

SaxpuCTiv;  ufxexspcov  Traiyvia  raijTa  ttoOwv 
ippovTiSEt;  a7rpY]XTOi,o  ttoGou  tocSe,  xaura  PeX£(i,vciiv 

aufjLpoXa,  xal  SoXtxTJf;  cpya  vw/typzairiq. 
xal  yap  ttou  Xayovsaai  puxli;  TravafopLoq  '/]Sv], 

xal  Xayapov  SeipT]  Seppia  TrepixpspiaTai. 
OTCTTOtTOv  Y][3aCTX£i  cpXoyoq  avOsa,  tocjctov  epieio 

atj'ea  y/]paCTxeL  9povTiS!,  yuioPopto. 
aXXa  xaToixTEipaoa  SiSou  /txpiv  auxixa  yap  (xoi 

ypco<;  ava0y]X7)CTe!.  xpari  pLsXaivopisvcp. 

V.  264 
ArAGIGT  SXOAASTIKOT 
'H  paStvY]  MeX[t7]  xavaou  IttI  yyjpaoi;  ouSw 

XY)v  dcTTo  x-^(;  v]Pv)?  oux  (XTCsOyjXE  xapw. 
aXX'  ext  (jtappiatpouoi  7rap7)'iSE(;,  6[X[xa  SI:  SeXysiv 

ou  XaOe'  xcov  8'  sxswv  r]  Sexac;  oux  oXiyrj. 
(iipLvsi.  xal  x6  cppuaypia  x6  TraiSix6v  evOdcSe  S'  lyvcov 

oxxt  cpuCTiv  v'.xav  6  ypovoq  ou  Suvaxai. 

V.  282 
POTOINOT 
Nuv  pLoi.  X'^^P^  X^yetc,  oxe  aou  x6  TrpoawTTOV  dTTyjXGev 

xeivo,  TO  T^(;  XuySou,  pdcoxavs,  XEioxepov. 
vuv  u.ot  Trp0(;7rai^ei(;,  oxe  xa<;  rpiyaq  -ricpoi^ixxq  oou, 

xaq  ETTL  xoic;  CTo[3apoiq  au/^eot,  TrXa^opieva!;. 
{ji7]XEXi  (i.01,  (jtexscops,  Trpo£;Epx£o,  yLy]Sk  ouvavxa" 

dvxl  poSou  ydp  lyw  xtjv  [3axov  ou  S^/ofiai. 

V.  28 
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LOVE  AND  YOUTH 
Why  chide  my  ageing  locks  and  tearful  eyes? 

Your  playing  with  my  passion  leaves  its  mark, 
And  dreams  of  hopeless  love,  and  wounded  guise^ 

And  many  a  long  night's  watching  in  the  dark. 
Untimely  wrinkles  in  my  flesh  I  bear: 

The  skin  is  hanging  loosened  on  my  neck. 
As  sun  makes  flowers  to  grow,  so  carking  care 

Unhinges  and  my  frame  with  age  doth  wreck. 
But  give  me  kindness:  then  my  hair  regains 
Its  sable,  and  new  springtime  fills  my  veins. 

MELITA 
On  age's  threshold  still  her  form  is  rich, 

And  with  her  still  all  youthful  graces  dwell: 
Still  glows  her  cheek,  and  still  her  eyes  bewitch, 

Though  many  a  half-score  years  she  has  to  tell: 
Still  peals  that  frisking  laughter,  and  the  sound 
Proves  that  time  over  nature  gains  no  ground. 

TOO  LATE 
Now  dost  thou  greet  me,  when  thy  witch's  face — 

Once  fairer  than  white  marble — fades  forlorn? 
Now  toyest,  when  thy  head  hath  lost  its  grace — 

The  locks  that  tossed  upon  thy  neck  in  scorn? 
Away,  fond  fool!  and  come  not  nigh  my  place: 

Failing  the  rose,  I  will  not  have  the  thorn! 
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POYOINOY 
Oux  zXtyov,  npoSiKY],  YTjpacrxofjiEv;  ou  Trpoecpcovouv, 

T^^ouoiv  zoL/ioic,  at  SiaXuaitpuoi; 
vuv  puxlSst;,  xal  0pl^  ttoXlt),  xal  acc)[i.a  paxoiSet;, 
xai  aT6ji.a  toc^  TCpoxspaq  ouxst'  iyov  yoipirxc,. 
lLi]riq  ool,  (xeTsoipe,  TipoijspxsTaL,  t^  xoXaxeucov 
XioaeTai;  orn;  8k  Ta90v  vuv  ae  Tcapsp/ofxeSa. 

V.  21 

POTOINOY 
IIou  aol  xeiva,  MeXiaaa,  toc  ypuoea,  xal  TzspioTrxa 

TTji;  TToXuQpuXXrjTou  xaXXca  9av-:aa[r,£;; 
TTO'j  S'  ocppuEf;,  xal  yaupa  opovYifxaTa,  xal  pteyai;  av'/y]^, 

xal  oopapwv  xapotov  y^puCT096po5  OTraTaXv]; 
vuv  Tzzvixpi],  ^cc'^OLp-Q  T£  x6[r/],  Trapa  tcocoI  ts  xpux'/)' 
TauTa  Ta  twv  oTraraXcov  TspfiaTa  TraXXaxiSwv. 

V.27 

ASKAHniAAOY 

Nt9£,  yaXa^^o^oXsi,  ro-'si.  cx6toc;,  aI0e,  xspauvou, 
TTOcvTa  Ta  Trop9upovT'  ev  yOovl  aeie  v£975. 

T^v  yap  [iz  XTEtvjQi;,  T6xe  7rauao[xaf  r^v  Se  (Ji'  a97j(;  ^fjv, 
xal  StaOeli;  toutcov  ysipova,  xcofjiaoopiai. 

sXxst  yap  y.'  6  xparcov  xal  aou  Oeoq,  w  ttote  TreiaOet?, 
Zeu,  Sia  yaXxeicov  ypucot;  sSut;  GaXdcpiajv. 

V.  64 
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AGEING 
Did  I  not  tell  you  'We  are  growing  old' 

And  'Things  that  end  all  love  draw  on  apace'? 
With  wrinkles,  grey  hair,  flesh  that  falls  in  folds, 

With  lips  bereft  of  all  their  olden  grace, 
On  wooers  and  on  flattering  vows  you  plume, 
Vain  woman — when  we  shun  you  as  the  tomb. 

A  FALLEN  BEAUTY 
Where  are  the  golden  jewels,  where  the  fame 

And  splendour  of  your  vaunted  beauty  gone? 
Your  airs,  your  lofty  mien,  your  swelling  frame, 

The  pride  of  gold  that  on  your  anklets  shone? 
Scant  food,  scant  hair,  and  tatters  round  your  feet: 
Such  is  the  end  that  flaunting  lemans  meet, 

PASSION  INVINCIBLE 
Fling  snow  and  hail  and  night  and  lightning-glare: 

Hurl  all  the  empurpled  firmament  to  earth! 
You  slay  me:  well — I  cease:  but,  if  you  spare, 

Through  wilder  terror  will  I  keep  my  mirth. 
That  power  I  feel  whose  might  you  owned  of  old, 
Zeus,  when  you  dived  through  brazen  walls  in  gold. 


79 


LOVE   POEMS 

POTOINOT 

AuTT)  TupoaGsv  c-/]v  spaxoxpooq,  slapofxaaGo?, 
eua9upo(;,  eupi7)XY]q,  £ij09p'j?,  euTrXoxafxc^. 

7]X>.a5(6"1  S^  XP°^V>  ^°^^  Y'^P°"''  ^°''''  TCoXiaTai., 
xal  vijv  Tcov  TipoTspcov  ouS'  ovap  ouSev  ex^'-" 

aXXorpiat;  Ss  xpt^ac;,  xal  puacoSs^  to  Trp6CTco7rov, 
olov  y7]pacra(;  ouSi  7ri6r]xo?  ^Z^"- 

V.  76 

nAYAOY  SIAENTIAPIOT 

'Ea^iaQy]  9XoY£poio  Trupoi;  [xevoc,  ouxexi  xa^vco" 
dXXa  xaTa0vr)axco  iJ;ux6;j.evo(;,  na9t7]. 

^/^S"/]  yap  (X£Ta  aapxa  Bi  oaziy.  xal  9p£va(;  spTrei 
Tra[X9aYov  aaOfxaivtov  ooTot;  6  v:t.y.pbq  "Epoit;. 

xal  9X6^  ev  TeXeraii;,  8t£  GupiaTa  Tuavra  Xa9U^'f), 
(r)op^-?iq  -/jTcavLT]  'liuxETai  auTOjjLarax;. 

V.  239 

AAHAON 

Kal  TTupl  xal  v!,9£Tq>  (jl£,  xal,  el  [iouXoto,  X£pauvco 
PaXX£,  xal  eIi;  xp'/^fxvou?  ^Xxe  xal  elc,  TTrsXayo- 

t6v  ydp  d7T:au8'/)aavTa  ttovok;  xal  "Eptori  Sajji^vra 
ouSi  A!,6(;  xpux^'-  ^"^P  ETCipaXXoijisvov. 

V.  168 
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CHANGED 
Her  face  was  lovely  and  her  breast  like  spring: 

Fine  hair,  fine  build,  fine  ankle,  and  fine  brow. 
What  changes  time  and  age  and  greyness  bring! 

For  not  a  wrack  of  all  is  left  her  now. 
With  borrowed  hair,  face  wrinkled  out  of  shape, 
She  shows  more  hideous  than  an  aged  ape. 


SUNKEN  FIRES 
My  glow  of  fire  is  quenched:  I  am  resigned: 

Yet  am  I  dying,  dying,  and  a-cold; 
While  love  through  all  my  flesh  &  bones  and  mind 

Creeps  roaring,  all-consuming,  uncontrolled. 
So  flame  that  burns  up  offerings  in  the  fane 
Sinks  down  unnourished,  dies,  and  chills  again. 


THE  LAST  PAIN 
Hurl  from  high  crags,  or  plunge  in  roaring  tide, 

Smite  me  with  frost  or  fire  or  thunder-stone : 
When  crushed  by  love  the  heart  hath  swooned  &  died, 

In  vain  the  very  bolts  of  Zeus  are  thrown. 
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LIFE,  TIME 

HAAAAAA 

"Oxav  "koYio^ioXq  xarajjidcOw  toc  TrpaypLara, 
xat  xa^  axaipoui;  [izTcc^okccq  -zaq  tou  Piou, 
xal  peij(ji,'  ocTttaTov  tyji;  dvcofxaXou  Tux'/)*?! 
TcoJq  TOU?  TTsvrjTai;  TuXouaiou?  epyaJ^srai, 
xal  Touq  zyo^TOiq  yjp-t]\i.6i'zoi'^  aTTOOTSpsi" 
TOTE  xax'  ejjLauTiv  Tyi  TcXavv)  CTXOTOU[X£voq, 
[jLtoco  xa  TTocvxa,  xv^i;  aSY]Xiaq  X'^P"''^- 
TTOicp  xpoTTtp  yap  7Tepty£voi[J.a!,  XTJi?  Tux'/)?, 
T^(;  e^  dcSYjXou  9aivo[i.sv/](;  Iv  xw  ^l(^, 
rt6pv7]<;  yuvaixii;  toij<;  xporeout;  xexTY]tJtevriq. 

X.96 

AAHAON 

' ApyaXew?  9£peTai.  tzoXioc,  xpovo?'  dcXXa  TiapepTrcov 
xal  9cova(;  xXstcxe!.  90£^ffopLevcov  (XEpoTTcov, 

xal  (XY]  9at,v6(jt,£voi;  xout;  9aivo[ji.£Vou<;  a9avii^£i., 
xal  \xr\  9at,vo(ji.£vou?  £l(;  9av£p6v  7Tp09£p£i. 

CO  C^Y)?  dcopioTOi;  ev  avSpcorroiat.  xeXsux^/), 
^tAap  £t:'  '/ipi-ap  ael  ^rpo?  C690V  6pxo(X£vcov. 

IX.  499 

nAAAAAA 

SxTjVT]  Tua?  6  ^ioq,  xal  TiatyvLOV.  ■/)  |jt.a6£  rrali^Eiv, 
xy]v  cttcouStjV  [jL£xa0£l?,  r;  9£p£  xai;  oSuvai;. 

X.  72 

XPH2M02 

TXrj0i  Xecov  i5cxX-/]xa  TraOcbv  x£xX-/]6xi  OufJLO)' 

OuSeI?  dvOpCOTTOiV  dSlXCOV  XICTIV  OUX  (XTTOxlaEl. 

IX.  527 
84 


AND  MORALITIES 

FORTUNE 
When  on  the  world  I  ponder  and  rehearse 

The  timeless  changes  of  our  mortal  state. 
And  fickle  Fortune's  flood  and  flood's  reverse 

That  rich  men  out  of  beggars  doth  create 
And  richest  men  of  all  their  wealth  amerce: 

Then  in  my  darkened  soul  the  world  I  hate — 
Making  my  sore  bewilderment  grow  worse — 

And  think  how  Fortune  I  may  dominate, 
Though  from  unf athomed  mystery  she  rise 
To  walk  through  life  in  all  her  harlot  guise. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  TIME 
The  burden  of  grey  time  by  heart  doth  rue. 

Time  passing  steals  the  tones  upon  the  tongue: 
Viewless,  time  sweeps  from  view  the  men  we  view, 

And  brings  to  view  the  viewless  thereamong. 
O  dateless  limit  of  this  earthly  light. 
As  day  by  day  men  move  to  endless  night! 

LIFE 

All  the  world's  a  stage,  a  show: 

Fling  care  away, 

And  learn  to  play. 
Or  bear  the  burden  of  thy  woe, 

COURAGE 
Suffer,  in  lion-souled  long-sufferings, 

Unsufferable  things: 
No  man  on  earth  doth  wrong  but  shall  atone, 

And  reap  as  he  hath  sown. 
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nAAAAAA 

El  TO  [jlDxiv  Suvarai  tl,  [i,epi[J.va  xal  [xzliTOiaoi 
el  8e  [lilzi  Tiepl  aou  Saiptovt,,  aol  ti  tAsXet; 

ouT£  iizpiivj-qazic;  Si'/a  8aqjiovo<;,  out'  a[j,eAr)osti;' 
aXX'  iva  CTot  tl  [izlr],  Saipiovi  touto  [J-sXei. 


X.  34 


HATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Myjte  [iaOuxTeavoio  tux"/]?  Kou9LCeo  P^'X.i^, 
[iTfTZ  aio  yva[i.'^-/)  9povTl(;  eX£u6£pi-/]v. 

Tiai;  yap  utt'  dcGTaOssaoi  ^ioc,  Tzz'kzix'Xzrci.i.  aupxic,, 
T7)  xai.  rfi  GajJLivGJf;  dvTifxeOEXxopisvot;. 

rj  8'  apsTY]  cTaOspov  ti  xal  aTpOTiov, '/)?  stt;.  ^iouv/j? 
xu^AaTa  6apaaX£0i?  TTOVTOTTopei  ptoTOU. 

X.74 


HATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOY 

Ou  TO  ^fiv  -/apleooav  e^^i  <puoi.v,  dXXa  to  pii^iai 

cppovTi8a<;  ex  oTspvcov  Ta?  TToXioxpoTaqjOuq" 
TiXouTov  zyziv  lOsXco  t6v  eTudpxiov  y]  Ss  TCeptadV] 

0u[ji6v  del  xaTeSei  ypuao[j,avY)(;  [jicXeTV). 
evOev  ev  dvOpcoTroiaiv  dpeiova  TToXXdxt,  S-qzic 

xal  7revL-/]v  ttXoutou,  xal  [Siotou  GdvaTOV. 
TauTa  au  yiyvcoCTXCiv  xpaSl'/j^  I'Ouve  xeXeu0ou?, 

el?  (xlav  el(;op6(ov  IXTrlSa,  r^v  cto9'/^v. 

X.76 
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CARE 
If  caring  profits,  then  for  care  take  thought; 

But  if  God  cares  for  thee,  what  need  to  care? 
Thoughtful  or  thoughtless  art  thou,  as  God  wrought; 

And  if  thou  carest,  God's  care  worketh  there. 


GOODNESS 
When  ocean-waves  of  wealth  around  thee  roll, 

Be  calm  amid  their  noise: 
Nor  warp  thro'  care  the  freedom  of  thy  soul. 

Life's  barque  is  ever  battered  by  the  shocks 

Of  storm-winds,  lacking  poise, 

And  drives  from  side  to  side  and  wildly  rocks. 
But  righteousness  stands  fast  amid  the  strife: 

Nought  else  there  is  that  buoys 
The  soul  in  safety  through  the  seas  of  life. 

WISDOM 
Not  life  is  sweet,  but  casting  from  the  breast 

All  hoary-headed  fantasies  of  dole. 
Enough  alone  I  covet:  for  the  rest. 

The  boundless  craze  of  gold  devours  the  soul. 
So  in  the  world  full  often  shalt  thou  find 

Better  is  death  than  life  and  want  than  wealth : 
Wherefore  make  straight  the  pathways  of  thy  mind, 

Looking  to  wisdom  as  thine  only  health. 
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KPINATOPOT 
"Axpi  "tEu,  5  SetXate,  xevaii;  ^t'  Itc'  eXTrtoi,  0u[x£, 

7tfo'r/)8el(;  4'uxpwv  aaaoraTw  vecp^tov, 
aXXoi?  itXX'  £7t'  ovsipa  Siaypa^istt;  d9fvoio; 
xt7]t6v  yap  6v7)toI(;  ouSs  £v  auxofJiaTOv. 
Mouaeojv  aXX'  IttI  Scopa  jjiETepxso*  xaijTa  8'  a[i,uSpa 
el'ScoXa  4*^/^?  YjXepiaToiai.  [jtsOei;. 

IX.  234 


AAHAON 
IIcoi;  Yev6[jL7]v;  koOsv  el(xt;  tivo?  x*P'^  ^jXGov;  dcTreXOeTv. 

Tuco?  8'jva[jiai  ti  jjiaOeiv,  [xr,Sev  kmGT6i.[izvoq; 
ouSiv  ewv  Yev<S[jt,-/]V  rraXiv  eaaofxat,  <!)(;  Tiapoi;  yja* 

ouSsv  xal  [j,-/)S£v  Tcov  (iepoTTcav  to  y£V0(;. 
dXX'  ocyE  plot  Bax^OLO  qjiXVjSovov  evxue  vajxa" 

TouTO  ydp  eoTt  xaxcov  cpdcp[xaxov  dvTtSoTov. 

X.  118 


ZONA 

A6q  [iot  Toux  yaiy]!;  7rE7rovv](i.£vov  aSu  xutteXXov, 
5?  Yev6(Jir]V,  xal  69'  i  xziao[i  ixno^>Qi\j.svoq. 

XI.  43 


AND  MORALITIES 

DREAMING  AND  WORK 
How  long,  poor  heart  on  wings  of  hollow  hope 

Soaring  aloft,  in  chilly  cloudland  caught, 
Wilt  thou  to  dream  on  dream  of  wealth  give  scope? 

Know  that  no  good  thing  comes  to  man  unsought. 
Then  strive  for  gifts  and  graces  of  the  schools, 
And  leave  these  airy  visions  unto  fools. 


QUESTIONS 
How  was  I  born?  whence  am  I?  wherefore  come? 

What!  only  to  depart? 
How  can  I  learn?  for  knowledge  all  is  dumb. 
I  shall  be  as  I  was  before  my  birth: 

From  nought  my  life  did  start: 
Nought  is  the  race  of  man  and  nothing  worth. 
Then  from  the  beaker  be  the  wine-flood  hurled: 

This  only  cheers  the  heart. 
And  works  against  the  venom  of  the  world. 


THE  WINE  CUP 
Let  my  boon  cup  be  made  of  earth — 

Whence  came  I  at  my  birth, 
Whereunder  likewise  I  must  lie, 
When  I  shall  die. 
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nAAAAAA 
'Hepa  XETTxaXeov  [xuxT7)p66ev  6L[nzveiovTzq 

t^toofjisv,  yjsXtou  XafjiTTcicSa  S£px6[i,EV0!., 
TcavTEc;  oaoi  ^cofxev  xara  tov  Ptov  opyava  S'  eojj.EV, 

aupai<;  Cwoyovoit;  7rvEU[i.aTa  Ss/vutjievoi. 
El  8i  Tiq  o5v  oXiyiQv  TraXdcfji.-/]  CTCpiy^sisv  auT(ji7jv, 

4iux'']'^  CTuX-/)CTa(;  sit;  'AtSr]v  xaxayEt. 
ouTcot;  ouSev  eovTSf;,  ayTjvopiY)  TpE(p6[jiEO0a, 

TTVoi-^t;  e^  6Xiy7](;  7]£pa  PoCTXopiEvoi. 

X.  75 

nAAAAAA 
IlaiyvLov  EOTi  Tu;icir)(;  jjLEpoTTcov  Pioq,  olxxpot;,  dXY]Tr](;, 

ttXoutou  xal  ttevit,?  jjIectooOl  pzy.^6[izvoq. 
xai  Tou<;  (i.EV  xarayouaoc  TidtXiv  CT9ai,pr)S6v  dsipEi, 
Toui;  8'  dcTTo  Tcov  vE9£Xcov  eIc;  'AtSrjv  xardysi. 

X.  80 

nAAAAAA 

TtTTTs  [jt.dT7]v,  dvOpcoTTE,  TTOVEif;  xal  Trdvxa  Tapdacjeii;, 
xXyjpco  SouXeucov  tw  xaxd  t/jv  ysveaiv; 

TOiJTcp  oauTov  dcp£(;,  tw  Saipiovi.  jj.y)  cpiXovEixsi" 
a-/)v  Se  tux'']'^  CTXspyojv  '/ictu/itqv  dydcTra. 

(jiaXXov  etc'  EU9poauv-/;v  Ss  ptdJ^EO,  xal  TCapd  [loipr^v, 
eI  Suvaxdv,  ^'^xV  "^epTTOjXEvyjv  [xeTaysiv. 

X.  77 


90 


AND  MORALITIES 

THE  BREATH  OF  LIFE 
We,  through  our  nostrils  breathing  air  refined 

Do  live  and  look  upon  the  lamp  of  day: 
Yea,  all  who  live  are  vessels  for  the  wind, 

Harps  for  the  breath  that  giveth  life  to  play. 
The  hand  that  chokes  a  little  draught  of  air 

Doth  steal  the  soul  and  send  it  down  to  death: 
So  men  are  nought,  yet  on  vainglory  fare, 

Feeding  upon  a  slender  gale  of  breath. 


CHANCE 
Our  pitiful  homeless  life  is  the  plaything  of  chance, 

Spinning  from  riches  to  want,  as  seemeth  her  well : 
Some  from  the  earth  she  tosses  aloft  to  dance, 

Some  from  the  clouds  of  heaven  she  flingeth  to  hell. 


RESIGNATION 
Why  toil  in  vain,  O  man,  and  vex  thy  state, 

Slave  of  the  fortune  falling  at  thy  birth? 
Resign  thyself,  nor  fight  against  God's  fate: 

Be  calm,  and  take  in  peace  thy  lot  on  earth. 
Else  force  thy  doom  to  gladness,  and  create, 

If  may  be,  for  thyself  undestined  mirth. 
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AAHAON 

OuSiv  ajj.apT7]CTa;  ysv6(xv]v  vrapa  ToJv  \is  tsxovtov 

yevv/iBsli;  S'  6  TocXa?  gp-(oti.at  eiQ  'AtS-^v. 
&  [xT^t?  yovetov  0ava-nf]96po(;-  w  [xoi  dva-pcT)?, 

"i^  {i,£  TCpo(;Tr£Xaasi  tco  aTuyspoi  GavaTco. 
ouSev  ewv  YEv6[x-/iv  ttocXlv  £Gao[i.ai,  ox;  Trapo?,  ouSeV 

ouSsv  xal  (xyjSev  tcov  [jLepoTrwv  to  y^vo;;. 
XoiTTov  [xoi  TO  xuTreXXov  dcTCoaTiX^woov,  ETaipe" 
luTJTfiq  vcoSuviav  tov  BpopiLov  Tiapexe- 

VII.  339 

nAAAAAA 

Aaxpu/eojv  ysvdfjiyjv,  xal  Saxpuaac;  dcTroGvYjaxco* 

Saxpuoi.  8'  sv  TToXXoTt;  tov  [3lov  sijpov  oXov. 
Si  ytMoc,  dvOpwTCOiV  TroXuSdxpuTov,  doOevsi;,  oixTpov, 
cup6(jisvov  xaTa  yriq,  xal  SiaXuouevov. 

X.84 
lOYAIOT  nOATAINOY 
'EXttI?  del  Pi6tou  xXItttsi  xP^vov  y)  TrufxaTTj  8e 
Yjcbq  Tai;  TioXXdc;  ScpOaoev  do/oXla;. 


IX.  8 


ANAKPEONTOS 

Ou  \ioi  [liXti  Td  Tuytoii 
Tou  SapSicov  avaxToc;, 
ou6'  aip£et  [xe  xP'J^o?! 
oux  alv^ca  Tupdvvoui;* 
Ifxol  (xeXei  jzupoioi 
xaTal^psx^''^  u:rr)VY]V 
e[xol  (XeXsi  p6Soiat 
xaTaoT^oeiv  xdprjva. 
TO  a-/i(xepov  [xeXei,  [xof 
t6  S'  a  up  tov  tI(;  olSev; 


XI.  47 
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DESPAIR 
With  soul  all  sinless  came  I  from  my  sires, 

Yet  move  I  to  destruction  through  my  birth. 
O  deathful  wedlock,  doom  of  whose  desires 

Doth  sweep  me  down  to  death  beneath  the  earth! 
From  nought  my  being  is,  to  nought  retires; 

Nought  is  the  life  of  man  and  nothing  worth. 
Then  fill  me  high  the  flashing  cup,  whose  fires 

Perchance  may  turn  my  mourning  into  mirth. 

TEARS  OF  LIFE 
Bom  with  shedding  of  tears,  with  falling  of  tears  I  die ; 

Life  I  have  found  in  tears  all  the  length  of  my  day. 
0  for  the  tearful,  powerless,  pitiful  race  of  man, 
Stormwise  over  the  earth  whirling  and  passing 
away. 

HOPE  AND  DEATH 
Hope  ever  steals  our  life;  but  at  the  last 
There  comes  a  morn  when  trouble  all  is  past. 

TO-DAY 

Nought  care  I  for  Gyges'  lot — 

All  the  King  of  Sardis  won — 
Golden  glitter  draws  me  not, 

Praise  for  princes  I  have  none. 
All  my  heart  is  in  the  scent 

Sprayed  in  dew  upon  my  face, 
All  my  heart  on  roses  bent, 

Roses  round  my  head  to  place. 
From  to-day  my  joy  I  borrow: 
Who  knows  aught  about  the  morrow? 
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HAAAAAA 

TOO  — pOTSCVJ  ^lOTO'J  'JLT^Sri*  l/O'/TE^  STl, 

-ro-j  aoixoj  &  Sicrj  <r/;a£pov  zpyoixsvoi. 
^T,  Toivjv  /x-fi  crrjTov  STcJv,  —pstj^uTx,  rrspioaciv, 
T^v  vip  a7:s>.d6vT6>v  ai^piepov  ou  fisrexet?. 

X.  79 

AFAGIOY 
Tov  diviTov  Ti  90.&£Ta6£,  tov  TjCTuxitj?  ysvsTTJpa, 

£l5ri»  Ti^  6h.rr,TcJv  Ssurspov  ip/oiievov 
al  Ss  vdcoi  — o/J^l  X3cl  rroixi/Jii,  oyJ.OT*  £— '  oJJ.ov 
ip/oor/ii  6v7;tg>v,  xzi  a=:Ti^ay^.6}i£vat. 

X.  69 


HAAAAAA 
n>.oOc  oooJxpoc  TO  If^v  xei}jt-3c^o{X£vot  yxp  ev  auTw 

— o/jobti  V3:"j7;v6iv  — Taioaev  olxTpoTspa. 
TT.v  Ss  TJ/T,v  ^lOTOio  xj.i£pvT^T£ipav  syovTe:, 
cl>r  £-1  Tou  — sy^iyojc.  a^Loi^oXoi  :T/io[JLev 
01  ;jL£v  £-'  £u->,c.tT,v,  01  S'  euTTOc/.'-V  x>J.'  ajxx  — ivTs; 
El?  evx  TOV  xaTi  yr,q  opjxov  a-sp/ofxeGa. 

X.  65 
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AND  MORALITIES 

THE  PAST 
The  night  goes:  we  are  born  from  day  to  day, 
And  all  the  former  life  has  passed  away. 
Sundered  from  yesterday  we  know  it  not, 
Since  time  to-day  begins  afresh  our  lot. 
Deem  not  thyself,  then,  weighted  down  with  eld : 
For  of  thy  past  nothing  to-day  is  held. 

DEATH 
Why  fear  ye  death,  the  father  of  sweet  peace, 
Who  brings  release 
From  sickness  and  the  pangs  of  penury? 

Once  only  to  a  mortal  can  he  come; 
This  is  the  sum: 
Twice  hath  he  ne'er  been  seen  by  mortal  eye. 

But  sickness  cometh  strange  and  manifold: 
No  time  is  told; 
And  in  a  thousand  shapes  it  passeth  by. 

THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE 
Life  is  a  perilous  voyage:  storms  may  whelm 

And  wreck  us  like  poor  mariners  past  avail: 
Chance  is  the  steersman  standing  at  the  helm, 

And  wind  and  wave  beset  us,  as  we  sail. 
Fair  passage  some,  foul  others  doth  befall; 
Yet  death's  one  haven  shall  receive  us  all. 
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nAAAAAA 

T-J]v  o^uTTjxa  Tou  )(p6vou  7rev6r]aaTe. 
r][ie.i(;  xa6£^6[XEa0a  xal  xot,iJLa)ji,£6a, 
(jioxSouvTEi;  7]  Tpu9covTe<;"  6  Ss  XP^'^^'^  ^P^X^'-> 
Tp£)(£L  xa6'  Yjjjtcov  Twv  xaXaiTTcbpcov  PpOTCOV, 
(p£pcov  IxdcCTTou  Tco  (BUp  xaxaCTTpotprjv. 

X.  81 


ATAeiOT  SXOAASTIKOT 
'Hl'Geoti;  oux  iaxi  T6aoq  ■K6\>oq,  b-K-n:6aoc,  7)|J,iv 

TOi?  (lev  yap  Trapeaatv  6[xt^ixzc„  olq  xtx  [xepijiVT]? 

(ScXyea  [jLuOsuvxat,  96eY(jLaxt,  OapoaXlw, 
Traiyvia  x'  ajji9t.£7rouci  Trapyjyopa,  xal  xax'  ayuia(; 

TrXaS^ovxai  yptxcpiSoiv  xpwptaoi  p£[jLp6jji,evoL' 
:r)(jiLV  8'  ouS^  9ao(;  XsuaaEiv  0l[xt(;,  aXXa  {xeXaOpoi,;; 

xpuTrx6(ji,e6a,  t^09spat(;  9povx[CTi,  xY]x6(jievaL. 

V.  297 
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TIME  AND  LIFE 
O  for  the  joy  of  life — 

How  brief  its  space! 
O  for  the  woe  of  time — 

How  swift  his  race! 
Our  ease  we  take  awhile: 

We  sleep  at  need, 
Toiling  or  revelling, 

But  time  doth  speed — 
Speed  onward  to  the  doom 

Of  hapless  man, 
Bringing  for  each  alike 

End  of  his  span. 


MAN'S  LIFE  AND  WOMAN'S 
No  ills  of  man  in  measure  ever  reach 

Those  ills  which  tender-hearted  woman  bears. 
Men  have  their  friends  to  whom  in  fearless  speech 

They  tell  the  story  of  their  woes  and  cares: 
Games  too  they  have  for  solace:  and  they  roam 

Bedizened  through  the  streets  in  robes  that  shine: 
While  we,  denied  the  sunlight,  pent  at  home 

Are  left  with  darkened  thoughts  alone  to  pine. 
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AisanoT 

XIwi;  TIC,  av£u  GavdcTou  as  ^uyoi,  pie;  (Jtupia  yap  oeu 
Xuypa'  xal  outs  cpuysTv  EUpiapsi;,  outs  9£p£LV. 

•/jSea  [i.£v  yap  oou  xa  cpucEi  xaXdc,  yaTa,  GaXaaaa, 
dcCTTpa,  azkrivcci-fiq,  y.\>y.\y.  xal  yjeXiou" 

TGcXXa  Ss  TTCxvTa  cpopot,  TE  xal  aXysa'  x-/]v  Tt  TraOv)  tk; 
so0?.6v,  d[JiotPai7)v  exSs/sTat,  Nsexeciv. 

X.  123 

nAAAAAA 

Tr^q  etteP'/jv  -^[jlvo?,  yu[j.v6!;  6'  utto  yaiav  dcTTEifxi* 
xal  Tt  [i.aTfjV  ^o/Ow,  yu[j,v6v  opoiv  to  teXo?; 

X.  58 

lOTAIOT  nOATAINOT 

El  xai  CTEU  7ToXu9covo(;  asl  7rt(jiTrX7]Gi.v  dxoua(; 

7)  cp6po(;  EuxofJLEVtov,  7^  X^P'-t?  EU^aplEVtOV, 
Zsij  Sx^pi7](;  E9E7TCOV  Ispov  tteSov,  dXXd  xal  rjpiEOJV 

xXijGi,  xal  d^j^EuSsT  vEuaov  uTroCTXEatyj, 
•/^St]  [xoi  ^EVLTji;  Elvai  TTspat;,  Iv  S£  [is  TrdTpv] 
J^coEiv,  Tcov  8oXt,}(wv  TrauodfjLEVov  xa^dcTcov. 

IX.  7 
AOTKIANOT 
'Q?  te8v7]^6[jlevo^  Toiv  acov  dyaOcov  dcTroXauE, 

wi;  Se  ptcoCTOpLEvo?  cpEiSeo  aoiv  xTEavcov. 
lair.  S"  dv/]p  0096?  ouTO(;,  tq  &[i(^ii>  xauxa  voifjoaq 
cpEiSot  xal  SaTiavT)  (AETpov  £97]p[ji6aaTO. 

X.26 
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MISERY 
How,  save  only  by  death,  from  thee,  0  life,  can  I  flee? 

Thousand  evils  are  thine,  grievous  to  bear  or  shun. 
What  though  the  beauties  of  earth  be  sweet,  the  land 
and  the  sea. 
Lovely  the  stars  in  heaven,  lovely  the  moon  and  sun, 
All  is  fear  and  sorrow  besides :  or  if  good  there  be, 
Balance  and  vengeance  of  ill  maketh  it  all  undone. 

VANITY 
Naked  I  reached  the  world  at  birth. 
Naked  I  pass  beneath  the  earth : 
Why  toil  I,  then,  in  vain  distress, 
Seeing  the  end  is  nakedness? 

HOME 
Though  thousand  voices  din  upon  your  ear, 

Prayers  of  distress  or  thanks  for  answered  prayer, 
Zeus,  lord  of  Scheria's  plain,  deign  yet  to  hear 

And  grant  good  favour  to  the  oath  I  swear, 
That  I  may  live  at  home,  this  stranger  soil 
Abandoned,  and  make  end  of  all  my  toil. 

USE  OF  MONEY 
As  bound  to  die,  take  joy  of  all  you  own: 

As  bound  to  live,  be  sparing  of  your  treasure. 
Wise  is  the  man  who,  both  rules  rightly  known. 

Saving  and  spending  blends  in  fatting  measure. 
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AOTKIANOT 
nXoijTO(;  6  T-fji;  '^luyjic,  nlouToq  [lovoc,  sotIv  dX7]0Y)(;, 

zyXkix  8'  zyzi  \\jrc-/]v  TtXeiova  xcov  xxsavcov. 
Tov  Si:  TCoXuxTsavov  xal  tcXouctiov  Ictti  Sixatov 

xXf^t^siv,  6?  xP'^jCjQ^'-''  "'^'^'^  ayaOoii;  Suvarai. 
el  Se  Tit;  ev  4^^9011;  xaxan^xeTat.,  aXXov  Itt'  aXXco 

ocopEUEiv  a'lsl  ttXoutov  eTce[.Y6(JLEV0:;, 
o?)TOc;  oTTOia  [izXiryacc  Tzoko-cprizoic,  evl  CTt[i.pXoi? 

jjt.O-/071C>£l,  kxipOiV  Sp£7TT0[X£VC0V  TO  [i,£Xl,. 

X.  41 
AAESnOTON 
"H  vsoq,  aXXa  Tzkvqc,-  vuv  y/;pcov  TTXoua!.6(;  ei[xi- 

CO  jxovo?  ex  TravTcov  olxTp6<;  ev  aiirfozipoic,' 
6?  TOTe  [Jiev  /pYJaSai  Suva[ji,T)v,  ottot'  ouSe  £v  slyo^, 
vuv  S'oTCOTe  7p-?iCT6a!.  jj.7]  Suvaixai,  tot'  c)(w. 

IX.  138 
UAAAAAA 
nXouTeic;;  xal  ti  to  Xoittov;  aTTEp/ofxevoc;  [XETa  aauToiJ 

TOV  ttXoutov  aupst.!;  si?  oopov  eXxoiJ-Evo.;; 
TOV  ttXoutov  ouvaysii;  SaTiavcov  -/po^ov  ou  Suvaoat  Se 
J^coTJc  awpeuaai.  [xsTpa  TrepiaaoTepa. 

X.60 
XPHSMOS  THS  nXGIAS 
'Ayvot;  zlc,  tejjlevo;  xa0ocpoij,  Esve,  Saijxovo?  cp/oo 

i|iu7-/iv,  vupi.9atou  va[i.aTO(;  aij;a[i.£'JOi;" 
ox;  aYaOoii;  xeiTai  ^at,-/]  Xi^at;-  ocvSpa  Se  9auXov 
ouS'  av  6  Ttai;  v'v])'xi  vauacriv  'Qxsavot;. 

XIV. 71 
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TRUE  RICHES 
True  wealth  is  none  but  wealth  of  mind  alone: 

All  other  treasure  brings  but  pain  the  more. 
He  does  in  truth  abundant  riches  own 

Who  knows  the  right  enjoyment  of  his  store: 
But  he  who  spends  his  strength  to  count  and  count, 

Striving  to  heap  up  soaring  piles  of  gold, 
Is  like  the  bees,  whose  honeycomb  may  mount, 

But  all  whose  honey  is  by  others  polled. 

YOUTH  AND  WEALTH 
Poor  in  my  youth,  rich  in  my  age,  and  fraught 

With  misery  in  both  my  lot. 
When  wealth  had  brought  enjoyment,  I  had  naught: 

Now,  having  wealth,  enjoy  it  not. 

WEALTH 
Art  wealthy? — And  hereafter? — When  thou  goest, 

Wilt  sweep  thy  wealth  within  thy  coffin-boards? 
Thou  spendest  life  to  save  the  wealth  thou  showest, 

Nor  canst  thou  pile  thy  years  with  added  hoards. 

THE  PYTHIAN  ORACLE 
Come  pure  in  heart  before  this  hallowed  fane. 

Your  hands  fresh  sprinkled  with  the  fountain  spray: 
Few  drops  the  good  need;  but  a  foul  soul's  stain 

All  ocean's  water  shall  not  wash  away. 
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AOYKIANOT 

'Av9ptoTcou(;  (xsv  I'ctco?  Xyjctsk;  oltotz6v  ti  Tcoirjaa?" 
ou  Iriazic,  8k  Oeouc;,  ouSs  Xoyt^dfjiEvoc. 

X.  27 


lOYAiANOT  AirxnTior 

Outtot'  epLS  xpui{;ei(;  utto  Tru8[i,£va  veiarov  al'v]? 
TocTCTOv,  OCTOV  xpu^'ai  TTavCTXOTTOv  6(j,aa  Aixv]!;. 

VII.  580 


BHSANTINOY 

'D  [xot  sycbv  7][37](;  xai,  y/]pao?  ouXoptevow 
Toij  [jiev  £Tr£p)roji,£voo,  t^i;  S'  aT:ovLoaa[Ji£v/)(;. 

IX. 118 


lOTAIOT  nOATAINOT 
UoXXaxK;  eu^a[jt,lv<p  {jioi  oceI  6u[jL^p£(;  eSojxai; 

T£X[i,ap  axu[jiavToo,  Zeu  ttoctep,  EUTiXor^?" 
Sq)7)i;  [Jioi  xai  toutov  £'ti  ttXoov,  tjSe  aacoaaK; 

y^St),  xtxl  xafjLcicTcov  op[ji!,crov  £i<;  Xqj!,£va<;. 
olxoc;  xat  TraTpv;  Pl^tou  X^P'-'ri'  ^^  ^^  TTEpiaaai 

cppovTi8£?  (xvOpcoTTOLi;  ou  [itoi;,  dXXa  ttovoi;. 

IX.  9 
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SIN 

The  sin  thou  art  about 

May  peradventure  'scape  the  eye  of  man: 

Yet  God  shall  find  thee  out 

For  all  thy  pondered  plan. 

JUSTICE 
Hide  me  beneath  earth's  nethermost  abyss: 

There  is  no  deep  where  I  may  lie 
Beyond  the  ken  of  Justice,  or  may  miss 

The  search  of  her  all-seeing  eye. 

LAMENT 
Wellaway!  Ahwellaway! 
Goodly  youth  and  foul  decay: 

Age  that  neareth, 

Youth  that  veereth, 
Veereth  passing  far  away! 

THE  LAST  VOYAGE 
Father,  who  ever,  at  mine  often  prayer. 
Didst  grant  me  sign  of  stormless  voyage  fair, 
Grant  now  one  voyage  more,  and  safely  keep 
To  that  last  haven  where  all  sorrows  sleep. 
Country  and  home  are  sweet:  but  overstress 
Of  trouble  is  not  life,  but  weariness. 

103 


LIFE,  TIME 

ANTIOIAOY  BYZANTIOT 
T6X(j,a,  vewv  ap)(7]YE,  (au  yap  Spopiov  vjupao  tovtou, 

xal  4'^x^'5  avSpoiv  xepSsoiv  ■?)p£0!.CTa(;) 
oTov  Itexttjvoj  SoXiov  ^uXov,  olov  evvixai; 

avSpcoTtoii;  Oavaxoj  xip8oc,  EXeyxou-evov; 
'/jv  6vTco(;  [xspoTTCov  xP'Jcyeov  y£V0(;,  E'5t'  octto  yspcrou 
T7]X60ev,  cbq  'AtS7]q,  rrovTot;  aTTspXETTETO. 

IX.  29 

AAHAON 

TiTTt'  E[i,E  T/]V  (XV£[Jt,0t,OI,V  OcXcOCTlljlOV,  VjXeE  TEXTOV, 

TYjvSs  TiiTuv  TEU5(£i(;  vv^a  GaXacjCTOTTOpov; 
ouS'  oicovov  £SELCTa(;;  o  xoi  Bopr/jq  [j.'  sSico^ev 
£v  y^Govi'  TTccx;  avEjxouc  OEU^opiai  sv  TtsXayEt; 

IX. 376 


nosEiAinnoT,  oL  s^  haatdnos 

KQMIKOT 
IlotTjv  TL(;  pioTOio  Ta[i,oi  Tp[pov;  eiv  dcyopYJ  piiv 

VEixsa  xal  jjaXETrai,  TipTj^iEi;"  iv  Se  B6[ioiq 
9POvti8e(;'  ev  S'  dypoit;  xa[xaTcov  aXii;"  sv  Se  OaXaoay) 

Tap^ot;"  £711  ^£iv/;q  8',  v^v  [i.£V  sx'/)?  "^^  Ssoi;. 
rjV  8'  dcTcopYiq,  avi,7)p6v.  e/e!.?  ya[i,ov;  oux  dpiEpipivoi; 

ECTCTEat..  ou  yapLEEii;;  ^jiq  et'  Ep-r]|ji6T£po(;. 
TExva,  Tz6vov  TZ-i)pcoaiq,  OiTiaic,  ^ioq.  al  veotyjtei; 

a9pov£(;'  ai  TroXiai.  S'  £[jLTTaX!,v  dSpocvEEi;. 
viv  apa  toivSe  Suoiv  tvbc,  (xtpzaiq,  v^  to  ysvEoOai 

[lyiMizoT  ,  75  TO  GavEiv  auTtxa  tixtojjlevov. 
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SEAFARING 
Maker  of  ships,  Adventure,  who  began 

Seafaring  ways  and  fired  man's  heart  for  gain, 
How  those  hewn  timbers  failed  you !  how  your  plan 

For  profit  death  has  countered  on  the  main! 
That  was  the  golden  age  when  from  the  land 
Far  seen  the  ocean,  even  as  hell,  was  banned. 

A  PINE  WINDFALLEN 
The  winds  have  caught  me  in  their  quest 

And  on  a  fallen  pine  tree  gloat: 
Why,  witless  woodman,  fashionest 

My  timber  for  a  sailing  boat? 

Hast  thou  no  fear  of  such  presage? 

On  land  the  northern  hurricane 
Assailed  me,  and  when  tempests  rage 

How  shall  I  'scape  them  on  the  main? 

PESSIMISM 
What  path  has  life  to  follow?  In  the  mart 

Is  strife  and  hardened  dealing.  Joy  has  left 
The  town,  and  rest  the  country.  Dread  at  heart 

In  seafare,  and  in  travel  fear  of  theft. 
To  want  is  pain:  to  wed,  woe  unrelieved: 

To  live  unwedded,  weary  loneliness. 
Children  are  trouble:  childless  is  bereaved: 

And  youth  is  wildness,  age  is  helplessness. 
This  is  the  choice — whether  'twere  better  worth 
Not  to  be  born,  or  born  to  die  at  birth. 
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MHTPOAQPOT 
IXavTotrjv  PtoToto  roi\ioiq  Tp[[iov.  etv  ayopyj  (xsv 

xuSea  xal  mvuxal  TupTj^ist;'  sv  Se  S6[i,o!.i; 
SfiTraupi,' •  ev  S'  aypoXq  Ouct!,o<;  xapt?"  £v  Se  GaXafToy) 

xspSoi;.  Itti  ^etv7](;,  t^v  (j,£v  sxT)*^  '^^'  xXloq" 
fjv  S'  dcTTop^f;,  [jl6vo<;  olSaq.  sx^"-?  Ydc[Jt.ov;  olxoq  aptoxo? 

SCTaexai"  ou  yaptsett;;  ^^i;  st'  eXa9p6Tepov. 
TEXva,  TzoQaq,'  dcftpovxiq  ocTrtzic  ^loi;.  al  veoT'/jTSi; 

pcofaaXsai'  ttoXiocI  S'  qjiTraXiv  euGz^zec,. 
oux  apa  Twv  Slctocov  svo?  atpsai?,  >^  to  yevsaOat 

[i-ri8enoT' ,  rj  to  OaveTv  TravTa  yap  eo0Xa  pico. 

IX. 360 
nAAAAAA 
'AvSpocpovGJ  aaOpov  rrapa  Tsiyiov  uttvcoovtl 

vuxTo^  STTtCTTyiva!,  97.01  SapaTTLV  ovap, 
xal  7p-/]ar(jiwS^<7ar  xaTaxet(JL£vo^  oOto;,  (xvicttw, 

xal  xoipLoi  [i,£Toc!3a(;,  di  zot.y.a.q,  aXXx/oGi,. 
8(;  Se  SiOttvlctOeIc;  [izri^-/]'  to  Se  aaOpov  exeivo 

TEi^^ov  E^ai9VY](;  suGut;  exeito  yaijiai. 
ccoaToa  S'  ecoGev  eGue  GeoTc;  yylpcxtv  6  xaxoupyoi;, 

TjSeaQfxi  vojjLtcrac  tov  Geov  avSpo96voi(;. 
dtXX'  6  SapaTiK;  zypr^az  — aXiv,  Sia  vuxTot;  iTTtaTdcc" 

xrjSECTGai  [jie  Soxei^,  aGXis,  twv  dcSixtov: 
el  [i.Y]  vijv  (JE  ^EG'/ixa  Gavsiv,  OdcvxTov  [i.£v  aXurrov 

vuv  Eouys?,  CTTaupw  S'  laQi  9uXaTT6iXEvo?. 

IX.  378 
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OPTIMISM 
All  paths  has  life  to  follow.  In  the  mart 

Repute  and  clever  dealing.  In  the  town 
Peace,  beauty  in  the  country.  Gains  are  part 

Of  seafare:  travel  wins  for  wealth  renown. 
Want  may  be  hidden.  If  you  wed,  then  home 

Is  best:  unwedded  life  is  lightsomeness. 
Children  are  joy:  childless  may  careless  roam: 

And  youth  is  lusty,  age  is  made  to  bless. 
Not  to  be  born,  or  born  to  die?  The  strife 
Lies  not  between  these:  all  is  good  in  life. 

A  FELON'S  ESCAPE 
A  murderer  sleeping  by  a  crumbling  wall 

Beheld,  they  say,  Serapis  in  a  dream. 
Who  warned  him — 'Rise,  good  fellow,  at  my  call 

And  take  your  rest  elsewhere, as  best  may  seem.' 
Waking  he  changed  his  place,  and  in  a  trice 

The  crumbling  wall  fell  down  in  ruin  sheer. 
At  dawn  he  rendered  cheerful  sacrifice. 

For  murder  must  please  heaven,  as  was  most  clear. 
But  in  the  night  Serapis  spake  again: — 

'Think  not  that  I  guard  evil  lives  from  loss. 
'From  death  I  kept  you,  death  without  a  pain, 

'But  you  are  saved  for  death  upon  the  cross.' 
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ATAeiOY  SX0AA2TIK0Y 

sic,  Ta[3Aav 
'E^ofjLsvoi;  iihj  xfjSe  reap'  EuXaiyYt  xpomz^ji 

Tratyvia  xivtjctsk;  TspTTva  PoXoxtuttiy]?. 
[ji-/jTs  Ss  v'-XTjCTaf;  ijiEyaXiJ^so,  jxyjt'  aTroX£i(p0£l(; 

xal  yap  sttI  c[j.ixpoiai,  voo^  Sia^aivexa!.  avSpoi;" 
xal  xu^oi;  dyyeXXci  [isvOo^  e)(£9poCTUV7]<;. 

IX.  767 

ArAOIOT  SXOAASTIKOY 

zIq  to  auTo 
Ilaiyvia  (xsv  tocSe  Tiavxa'  Tu^i']?  S'  sTEpoTpoTTOi;  opptr) 

xai?  aXoyoic,  xauxatt;  s[X9spexai.  ^oXirjiv. 
xal  ppoxeou  [iioxou  affuxkzpbv  [j.i[ji-/)|jLa  vo'/jcteic;, 
vuv  [isv  UTTspPdcXXcov,  vijv  S'  a7ToX£!.7T6;j.evo<;. 
aiV£0[J.£V  §•/]  X£lVOV,  6(;  ev  pioxco  xs  XU^OJ  xs 
/ap(j.axi  xa!,  Xutttj  [asxpov  ECfi'^p[x6cjaxQ. 

IX.  768 

AEQNIAOT  AAESANAPEDS 

"AXXoi;  dcTio  oxaXixwv,  6  S'  dcTr'  'qipoq,  oc,  8'  (xtto  tcovxou 

EuTToXl,  Gol  TTSptTTEl  Soipcx  y£V£0XiSi,a. 
dcXX'  EfjLsGsv  SE^ai.  Moucswv  a-iyov,  oaziq  Iq  ixizl 

[iiy.^)zi,  xcd  (pCXifiq  CTyjfxa,  xal  EuaaGiTji;. 

VI.  325 
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DICING 

Sit  by  the  board  here  with  its  polished  stones, 
And  make  a  pleasant  game  of  dicing  throws: 

No  vaunt,  if  victor:  in  defeat,  no  groans, 
Nor  anger  with  the  caster,  if  luck  goes. 

For  little  things  prove  testing  of  the  soul, 

And  dice  report  your  depth  of  self-control. 


DICING 
It  is  mere  sport,  and  changing  fortune  sways 

In  these  dumb  counters  with  their  dull  retort. 
Note  how  they  copy  life's  uncertain  ways. 

Now  overshooting  and  now  falling  short. 
A  man  who  in  his  life,  as  in  his  game, 
Aright  fits  pain  and  pleasure,  wins  good  name. 


A  BIRTHDAY 
Others  may  bring  you  for  your  birthday-time 

Gifts  from  the  air  or  sea  or  garden's  store: 
But  I  will  send  you  this  more  lasting  rhyme 

To  mark  our  friendship  and  our  lettered  lore. 
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AEJINIAOT  AAESANAPEQE 

"AXXo<;  pisv  xpuCTTaXXov,  6  S'  apyupov,  ol  Ss  xoTtdc^oui; 

TTS^'jiouaiv,  TcXouTou  Scopa  yeveOXiSia. 
all'  IS' ,  'AyptTTTrivY],  Suo  Sia-iyjx  jaouvov  lacoaat;, 

dpxoufi.a(.  Swpoii;,  a  (pOovoi;  ou  8a[i,aaei,. 

VI.  329 

AOTKIAAOY 
Toe?  Tptxa?>  ^  NixuXXa,  Ttvst;  Poctttsiv  ae  Xeyoucnv, 
aq  au  (xeXaivoTaTa?  1^  dcyopa?  sTrpico. 

XI.  68 
AOTKIAAOT 
Ty)v  xecpaX->jv  Poctttsi,!;,  to  Ss  yvjpa?  outtote  PatJ^ei?, 
ouSs  Trapeiacov  exTavuGsti;  puTiSaq. 

(X"/]  TOIVUV  TO  TTpOCTCOTCOV  OCTCaV  ({/IjJLuOcO  XaTOCTrXaTTS, 

coi^Ts  TTpoacoTTELOv,  xou"/ 1  TCpoccoTTOV  e^ei-v. 

ouSev  yap  ttXsov  eoTi.  tl  ^aivsat;  ouTroTe  90x0!; 

xal  ({jifjLuOoi;  tsu^si  tt^v  'ExaPvjv  'EXsvyjv. 

XI.  408 
AAESnOTON 
'Av  TTEpiXeicpBTi  [i,txp6v  Iv  ayyeatv  riSioc,  ol'vou, 

eli;  6^1)  TpeTTSTai  touto  to  Xei7r6[xevov. 
ouTco  dcTTavTXyjaai;  tov  oXov  [3lov,  £i(;  [iaOu  8'  ^X6(bv 
yYipa(;  6  7Tpeo[iuTy](;,  yiyveTat  o^uxoXo?. 

IX.  127 
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A  BIRTHDAY 
For  birthday  gift 
Crystal  or  silver  or  a  beryl  stone 

Well  with  a  giver's  wealth  may  chime: 
But  I  make  shift 
With  that  which  envy  cannot  long  to  own — 
A  short  and  simple  verse  in  rhyme. 

DYED  HAIR 
Who  says,  Nicylla,  that  you  dye  your  hair? 
Those  raven  locks — you  bought  them  at  the  fair. 

ARTIFICIAL  YOUTH 
You  dye  your  hair:  you  cannot  dye  your  years, 

Nor  smooth  your  wrinkles  out — an  idle  task: 
For  though  your  face  a  flat  enamel  smears, 

Your  face  is  gone,  and  for  it  stands  a  mask. 
Rouge  and  enamel — cannot  folly  learn? — 
A  Hecuba  into  Helen  never  turn. 

AGE 
A  drain  of  wine  left  standing  in  the  cup 

Turns  bitter  with  the  passing  hour; 
So  when  his  wine  of  life  is  drunken  up, 

An  old  man's  temper  turns  to  sour. 


Ill 


LIFE,  TIME 

AAHAON 

El'  Tiq  aiKxE,  Yriiiy.q  TraXi.  SsuxEpa  XsKTpa  Slwxsl, 
vauTjyoi;  ttacoei,  Sli;  (3u66v  apyaXeov. 

IX. 133 


MAPKOY  APTENTAPIOT 
'Apxccif]  (TuvSeiTrvs,  xoi.Tzqkiy.y.  [lizprx  cpikeuaot., 
euXaXe,  np-quyzkoiq,  S'j(jto[j!.£,  (aaxpo9apu^, 
aisv  £1jI'?,c;  t:£vl-^(;  ppaxuaufxpoXs  (jlucttl,  Xdcyuve, 

■^XOs^  ojjLcoi;  utt'  epf/jv  X^^P^^-  ^ots  ^(povioi;. 
al'6'  69£X£5  xal  aptixToc;  dcvupicpsuTO?  ts  Trapeiv]!;, 
atpOopoq  o)?  y.oup-/]  Trpo?  ttooiv  Ipyopiev/]. 

IX. 229 


AAHAON 

'EjjLoij  GavovToc;,  yaia  [iiyQ-i]Z(ji  Trupi' 
ouSev  (jLsXsl  (jLor  -a[xa  yap  xaXox;  s/ei. 

VII.  704 
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SECOND  MARRIAGE 
A  man  once  married  who  fain  would  wed 
A  second  wife  is  sore  bestead. 
His  ship  was  wrecked,  yet  now  again 
He  puts  to  sea  on  a  stormy  main. 

THE  FLAGON 
Good  old  boon  companion  mine, 

Who  are  fond  of  a  rogue's  deep  measure. 
Long-necked,  bubbling,  with  lips  that  shine 

And  a  mouth  that  laughs  for  pleasure. 

Dear  flagon,  who  know  the  mystic  sign 
Of  a  needy  soul,  you  come  at  leisure — 

Coming  at  last  and  bringing  me  wine. 
Giving  my  hand  your  mite  of  treasure. 

0  I  pray  that  you  prove  untried,  unwasted, 
Pure  unsullied  in  stainless  pride. 

Bringing  your  beauty  all  fresh,  untasted 
As  brings  to  her  lord  a  virgin  bride. 

AFTER  ME 
Now  I  am  dead,  be  earth  devoured  of  hell: 

1  reck  it  not:  with  me  the  world  is  well. 
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nAATf^NOS 
'H  ooPapov  yeXdcaaoa  xa8'  'EXXdcSoi;,  v]  rov  IpaoTcov 

ea(i.6v  evl  rcpoGupoi?  Aat?  s^'^ugix  v^ojv, 
Tyj  na9i7)  to  xaxoTTxpov  ercel  toiy]  (iiv  6pao6ai 
oux  sGsXco*  ol'-/]  S'  ^jv  Tcapoi;  ou  Suvaji-ai. 

VI.  1 

lOYAIANOY  dcTO  XnAPXQN 

AirxnTioT 

Aat?  apiaX8uv0EToa  XPO'^V  ^EpixaXXea  [i,op97)v, 
yvjpaXlcov  oTuysei.  [jiapTupi7]v  puxiStov 

^vGev  7rixp6v  iXzy/ov  aTrexQ^pocaa  xaxdTCTpou, 
av0£xo  SsCTTioivr)  X7i(;  tzol^oc,  ayXat'/]?. 

dXXa  CTU  [AOi,  KuOepeia,  Sexo^  veoxyjxoi;  exaipov 
Siaxov,  errel  [ji.op9Y)  ctt)  xP^'^'O"^  o^  xpofjtssi. 

VI.  18 

lOYAIANOT  dcTTo  TnAFXHN 

AirxnTiOY 

'EXXaSa  viXYjaaoav  urr^pPtov  domSa  MrjSoJV 

Aa'l'c;  Gvjxev  eoi  xdXXei  X-/]l'St-/)V 
(jiouvcp  evixr]Oy]  S'  utti^  y^pai,  xal  x^v  sXeyxov 

avOexo  ooi,  na9^/],  xov  vsox'/jxi,  9iXov 
Tiq  ydp  ISeiv  axuyssi  7ToX!.yi(;  TravaX'/jOsa  (i,op9:^v, 

xyjaSe  ouvexQatpei  xal  cjxiosvxa  xutcov. 

VI.  20 
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LAIS  RESIGNS  HER  MIRROR 
Lais,  who  laughed  at  Hellas,  at  whose  door 

The  gallants  swarmed,  to  Paphos'  Queen  here  gives 
Her  mirror:  for  the  face  I  had  of  yore 

I  cannot — and  I  will  not  see  the  face  that  lives. 


LAIS  TO  APHRODITE 
Lais,  whose  beauty  is  deformed  by  time, 

This  hated  witness  to  her  withered  face 
Vows  to  the  Queen,  who  decked  her  splendour's  prime, 

Her  mirror — loathed  reproof  of  her  disgrace. 
Take  this  companion  of  her  youthful  days, 
Since  yours  is  beauty  which  no  time  decays. 


LAIS  AGED 
Hellas,  which  vanquished  Persia's  proud  array, 
Captive  to  Lais'  beauty  fell  a  prey. 
Nought  vanquished  her  but  age:  she  owns  the  truth. 
Leaving  this  mirror  which  she  loved  in  youth. 
Of  whitened  hairs  she  loathes  the  living  sight. 
And  even  their  shadowed  image  stirs  her  spite. 
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SIMaNIAOT 

T6^a  tocSe  TTToXejxoto  7rsTrau[xeva  SaxpuosvTOi; 

V7}w  ' A07)vatY](;  xeTxat.  U7ra)p69i,a, 
TToXXdcxi  St]  CTTOvosvTa  xara  xXovov  ev  Sat  9a)Ttov 

Ilepocov  tTTTropiaxtdv  Oity-ccTi  Xouadcfjisva. 

VI.  2 


AEQNIAOT 

01  TptoaoL  TOL  Tauxa  xa  Slxtuoc  6^xav  ojiaipLOt,, 
dypoxa  Ilav,  qcXXy^i;  aXXo?  cxtt'  aypecr^'']?- 

^v  dcTio  [lev  TTxavcov  niypy)!;  xdSc-  xauxa  8z  A5.\liz, 
xexpaTToSwv  KXeixcop  S'  6  xpixoq,  EivaXicov. 

dv0'  civ  xcp  [jiiv  ttI^tte  Sl'  yjspo?  euaxo^ov  aYp-/)V 
xcp  Se,  Std  Spu[xoiv  xw  Se,  St'  rjLovwv. 

VI.  13 


ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOT 
Ilavl  xclcS'  auGaipt-oi.  xpiaaol  Gsoav  apfxeva  Tzyyaq' 

Aoiyiiq  (xi:v  0y]pcov  dpxuv  6petov6(ji.cov 
KXetxwp  Se  ttXcoxcov  xdSe  Sixxua"  xoiv  Sk  Tcex'/jvoiv 

(5cppr)xxov  Uiypriq  xdvSs  SepatOTT^Sav. 
xov  [i,ev  ydp  ^uX6xoiv,  xov  S'  '/jspof;,  6v  8'  dcTro  Xiptvaq 
ou  TTOxe  (juv  xeveoTi;  olxoi;  SSexxo  Xtvoit;. 

VI.  14 
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A  SOLDIER'S  ARMS 
Weapons  of  mournful  war,  now  laid  aside, 
I  hang  beneath  Athene's  roof  to  bide, 
Full  many  a  time  in  roaring  battle-flood 
Bathed  with  the  swill  of  Persian  horsemen's  blood. 


THREE  BROTHERS 
Three  kinsmen  here  their  nets  to  Pan  do  place 

In  symbol  of  their  varied  hunting  lore: 
Bird-catcher  Pigres,  these;  these  used  in  chase 

By  Damis;  these  by  Cleitor  off  the  shore. 
May  one  thus  of  the  air  good  hunting  keep. 
One  in  the  forest,  one  upon  the  deep. 


THE  SAME 
To  Pan  three  kinsmen — engines  of  their  art. 

Damis  these  toils  for  mountain-ranging  beast; 
Cleitor  this  fishing-net;  on  Pigres'  part 

This  snare  for  fowls  well  holding,  unreleased. 
From  woodland,  from  the  air,  and  from  the  foam 
Never  the  three  came  empty-handed  home. 
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AAESnOTON 

SxdtTTTeipav  xyjttolo  cpikoBprfkoio  SixeXXav, 

xal  SpETrav'/jv  xauXcov  aaxuXov  exxopiiSa, 
T7)v  t'  ETCivcoTiSiov  [3po)(£Tcov  paxoEOCTav  dpcdY6v, 

xal  T(X(;  apprjxToui;  s[i^a.8o!.c,  cofjioPoeT?, 
Tov  xe  Si'  suxpTjTOto  tteSou  Suvovxa  xax'  I0u 

dpx!.9uoui;  xpd(i[3y](;  TrdaaaXov  E(jt.[3oXea, 
xal  axarfoq  e^  6/excov  TCpacriyjv  Stij^Euaav  lyEipeiv 

auxKOPO^o  SspEUf;  ou  ttoxe  TrauCTajXEvov, 
aol  xoJ  x'/jTioupcp  noxd[i,cov  dcv£0-/]X£,  nplYJTCS, 

xxr)ad(jL£VO(;  xauxyji;  6X,8ov  drr'  epyaal"/]?. 

VI.  21 
lOTAIANOT  dcTTo  THAPXQN 

AirxnTiOY 

Kex[ji730)i;  XPO^^T)  TreTrov/jxoxa  Sixxua  6r)pY) 

avOsxo  xaTt;  Nuficpai,!;  xauxa  yspcov  KivupTji;* 
ou  ydp  STL  xpo[X£p?)  TraXdcfJiy)  TrESiyjyea  xoXttov 

£l5(£V  dxovTiJ^Eiv  olyojjiEvoio  Xivou. 
£1  8'  oXiyou  Scopou  xeXeOel  Soctk;,  ou  x68£,  Nuptcpat, 
jj.£[i.(j;L^,  etteI  Kivupou  xau0'  oXoi;  eoxe  ^ioq. 

VI.  25 
0EAITHTOT  2X0AASTIK0T 
'l5(0uP6Xov  TToXucoTTEf;  octt'  eu07]pou  Xivov  ayp-/]?, 

xcov  x'  dyxiCTxpoSsxcov  ouS^uyi'/jv  Sovdxojv, 
xai  TTiaxov  [Bu0icov  TcayiScov  ay]jxdvxopa  9£XX6v, 
xai  Xl0ov  dvxtxuTrcp  xpoua^axL  TrupCTOx6xov, 
dcyxupdv  x'  etii  xoit;  E;(£v/]fSa,  8£0[jl6v  dceXX'/ji;, 

axpETTxcov  x'  dyxiCTxpcov  Lx0u7rayy)  axojjiaxa, 
SaipLoatv  dypoS6x7]CTi  OaXaaaoTcdpoi;  7r6p£  Batxtov 
y/jpa'i  vouao96pc;j  ppiOofXEVVjt;  Ti(xXy.y.-qq. 

VI.  27 
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THE  GARDENER 
Delver  for  digging  ground  that  lies  asoak, 

My  pruning-hook  for  lopping  wanton  shoots, 
My  shelter  from  the  rain,  this  ragged  cloak, 

And  these  my  stout  and  trusty  cowhide  boots: 
My  dibble  used  for  pricking  holes  in  line 

And  setting  cabbage  seedlings  in  the  soil: 
My  hoe  for  lifting  weeds  that  ever  twine 

Along  the  runnel  during  summer's  broil: — 
These  tools,  whose  working  has  enriched  my  lot, 
Are  for  Priapus,  warden  of  my  plot. 

A  POOR  FISHERMAN 
Shorn  of  his  strength  by  time,  these  worn-out  nets 

Old  Cinyras  offers  for  the  Nymphs  as  spoil. 
His  quivering  hand  the  mesh  no  longer  sets 

To  shoot  and  belly  as  the  lines  uncoil. 
Take  them,  ye  Nymphs,  and  though  the  gift  be  small, 
Reproach  him  not — for  'tis  his  all  in  all. 

A  FISHER'S  OFFERING 
His  close-meshed  and  well-proven  fishing  nets. 

His  pair  of  rods  with  goodly  hooks  to  match, 
His  cork  that  marks  where  deep  the  trawl  he  sets, 

His  flints  that  clash  and  make  a  spark  to  catch, 
His  anchor  that  in  tempest  stays  his  boat. 

And  twisted  hooks  whose  grip  the  fish  doth  hold, 
Here  Baeton  doth  to  gods  of  chase  devote, 

A  seaman  now  weak-handed,  sick,  and  old. 
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MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

AtxTuov  dKpo[i.6XLpSov  'AiiuvTixoq  dptcpl  TptaiVT) 

8^as  yspcov,  aXitov  7rauad[ji£V0(;  xa[xdTcov, 
e<;  8k  IIoaEiSdwva  xal  dX[i.up6v  olSjjia  Qcck6t.csari<;\ 

eIttev,  cxTroaTrevScov  Sdxpuov  ex  pXscpdpcov 
OloOa,  (xdxap,  xsxpLTjxa'  xaxou  S'  etcI  Y7]pao(;jY)(jt.tv 

aXXuTot;  r)Pdox£i,  yuiorccxriQ  tteviy]. 
Opltl^o^  ^Ti  aTiaipov  to  yspovTiov,  dXX'  druo  yaL7](;, 

cic,  eBeXek;,  (xeSscov  xal  /Oovl  xal  TTEXayei. 

VI.  30 

oiAinnoY 

AiXTud  CTOt  {xoXtpcp  aT£9avou[i.£va,  SuaiBdXaoara, 
xal  xcoTTYjv,  aX(i.Y]i;  ttjv  [jLeOuouaav  ext, 

X7]T096vov  TE  Tpiatvav,  ev  GSaai  xapT£p6v  ly/oc;, 
xal  t6v  (xeI  <f>e7J.oXq  xupxov  eXeyxofXEVov, 

iSyxopdv  TE  VEcov  CTTL^apT^v  /spa,  xal  cpiXovaur/jv 

OTTEpfJia  TTUpOi;  aCO^SI'V  TCETpOV  ETrtOTOCfXEVOV, 

dcpxtOdXaaas  n6aEiSov,  'A[jluvtixO(;  uaxaTa  Saipa 
07]xaT',  etteI  (j.oyepYi(;  TrauaaO'  aXtTuXavtY]?. 

VI.  38 
AAESnOTON 
'  AXxi(jt£vY](;  6  Tcsvixpit;  etcI  ojxtxpw  rtvi  xtjttco 

Tou  9tXoxapTro96pou  yEuad^evoc;  Oepeoi;, 
laxdSa  xal  [x-^Xov  xal  viScop  yepa  Ilavl  xoptlJ^cov, 

eItte"  au  [jLot  PtoTou  Tcov  dyaScov  xapiiaf;, 
{J>v  xd  [ikv  EX  xrjTTOio,  xd  8'  ufjiEXEprji;  diri  Tr£xp-/5(; 
S£^o,  xal  dvxiStSoui;  86q  ttXeov  oiv  SXaPe? 

VI.  42 
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A  FISHER'S  PRAYER 
His  leaded  net  about  his  fishing  spear 

The  old  man  wound,  to  toil  afloat  no  more: 
Then  to  Poseidon  and  the  billowy  mere 

He  spoke,  while  from  his  eyes  the  tears  did  pour: 
*My  strength  is  spent:  from  age's  evil  hand 

And  failing  limbs  shall  spring  a  life  of  dearth. 
Spare  ye  a  poor  old  man:  yet  spare  on  land, 

If  may  be,  lord  of  ocean  and  of  earth.' 

AMYNTICHUS  THE  FISHERMAN 
Nets  with  their  fringe  of  leads  that  deeply  dive. 

His  oar  that  still  retains  the  reek  of  brine, 
His  three-pronged  spear  which  monster  fish  did  rive^ 

His  bow-net  with  the  corks  that  mark  its  line, 
His  stoutly-gripping  anchor,  and  those  friends 

Of  mariners — the  flints  that  keep  their  fire — 
Amyntichus  to  lord  Poseidon  lends. 

Fain  from  his  toilsome  seafare  to  retire. 

A  POOR  GARDENER 
A  poor  man  from  his  garden's  little  span, 

Yet  yielding  well  and  with  boon  harvest  rife, 
Gives  apples,  figs  and  water  unto  Pan, 

Saying — 'You  yield  the  good  things  of  my  life: 
Take  of  my  garden,  take  too  of  the  spring. 
And  give  me  in  return  more  than  I  bring.' 
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AAHAON 

M^Tsp  £[i.-/j,  yaiT)  Opuyicov,  GpsTrxeipa  Xsovtcov, 

AivSupiov  -TiQ  [ix^GTixiq  oux  aTrav/iTov  opoq, 
col  TocSs  0y;X'j?  "AXs^ic;  er,<;  oioTpr]pLaTa  XuaoTQi; 

av0£To,  -/aAxoTUTTOi)  — auCTdcpievoi;  [iWi-qi;, 
xufxp^Xx  t'  64'J90OYYa,  Papu'-pOoyycov  t'  dXaXvjTov 

auXwv,  out;  (x6ct/ou  Xo^ov  exajJn}>E  xipat;, 
TU[i.Trava  t'  rf/jiz^zix,  xal  aLptari  cpoivixOEvra 

9aCTyava,  xal  ^avOdct;,  ra?  Tiplv  eaeiore,  x6[jia(;. 
I'Xao;;,  ^  SsCTTioiva,  tov  ev  veottjTI.  (xavsvTa 

y/;paX£Ov  TrpoTspT^;;  Trauaov  aypE'-ocjuv^<;. 

VI.  51 
BAKKTAIAOY 
Eu8-/;[jioq  TOV  v/;6v  ett'  aypou  tovS'  ave07]xev 

Tcp  -civTtov  av£|J.cov  TrioxaTcp  Zscpupco. 
£u5ajjt,£va)  yap  ol  7jX0£  Poa06o(;,  69pa  Ta/tara 

XixpL'/jCTY)  Tr£Tr6vcov  xapTTov  dcTi'  aaraxucov. 

VI.  53 
nAYAOY  SIAENTIAPIOY 
Tov  /aXxouv  TETTiya  AuxcopEi  Aoxpoi;  dcvaTTXEi 

E'jvojjLOc;,  a0XoCTUva<;  [lmx\j.(X  9iXoaTE9avou. 
rjV  yap  ayojv  96p(i,iyyo(;"  6  8'  dvTioc;  iCTxaxo  ndpOyjq" 

dXX'  oxa  Sy]  TrXdxxpcp  Aoxpiq  ExpE^E  'ith^Z> 
|3pdyxov  XExpiyuia  Xupat;  ocT^Exofj-Traas  yopSd" 

TCplv  Ss  [jleXo;;  CTxa^Eiv  euttoSoi;  dpjjiovia?, 
dppov  E-ixp'Jii^cov  xiOapaq  uttep  e^exo  xexxi^, 

xal  xov  d7:o!,/oji.Evou  906yyov  '!)Try)X0£  (X^xou' 
xav  Se  — dpo?  XaXayEuaav  ev  dcXaEaiv  ayp6xiv  d/^o) 

Tcpoi;  v6[iov  djjLEXEpat;  xpli^s  Xupoxxuiriai;. 
xcp  Se,  (Jiaxap  Ar^xcpEjXEcp  xsxxiyt  yEpaipsi,, 

XdXxEov  ISpuoa*;  cpS6v  uTtsp  xi0dpa(;. 

VI.  54 
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A  ROYSTERER 
Motherland  Phrygia,  nurse  of  lion  broods, 

And  Dindymus  where  mystic  revels  dance, 
Alexis  gives  these  emblems  of  mad  moods, 

Freed  from  the  rattling  frenzy  of  his  trance — 
These  tinkling  cymbals,  and  of  deeper  roar 

These  trumpets  curling  like  a  crumpled  horn: 
These  clashing  drums  and  daggers  dyed  in  gore, 

These  yellow  locks  he  tossed  and  now  hath  shorn^ 
No  more,  0  Queen,  let  springtime  madness  rage, 
But  end  his  youthful  follies  in  his  age. 

TO  THE  WEST  WIND 
Eudemus  on  his  field  this  temple  reared 

To  Zephyr,  most  enriching  wind  that  blows, 
Who  heard  his  prayer.  His  corn  was  quickly  eared^ 

And  ripe  abundance  crowns  the  land  he  mows. 

A  MUSICAL  CONTEST 
This  bronze  cicala  to  Apollo  set 

By  Eunomus  records  the  prize  he  won. 
Parthes  as  rival  with  the  lyre  he  met: 

But  when  the  shell  was  sounded  for  a  run, 
A  string  fell  jangling,  loosened  from  its  prong. 

Then,  ere  the  melody  broke  in  notes  that  warred^ 
A  sweet  cicala  lit  with  dainty  song 

Upon  his  lute,  and  took  the  failing  chord. 
So  the  wild  music  of  the  glade  was  caught 

And  played  the  strain  his  viol  could  not  quire: 
And  for  Apollo's  praise  in  bronze  was  wrought 

This  woodland  warbler  perched  upon  a  lyre. 
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SIMDNIAOT 

T6vSe  7100'  "EXXTrjvei;,  pco(.tY)  x^P<^?>  ^pyco  "Aprioc, 

euToXfitp  4''JX^?  X7)[i.aTi  TTEi,66[ji,evoi, 
Ilepoai;  e^eXdoavxef;,  eXsuOepov  'EXXaSi  x6a{/,ov 

iSpuoavTO  Atoi;  Pa)[Ji,6v  'EXeuOepiou. 

VI.  50 

HAYAOT  EIAENTIAPIOT 

T6v  xpo/oevTa  fi,6Xt,pSov,  St;  dcTparr^v  olSe  xapt^fJ^siv 

6p6a  Trapa^ucov  lOuxevvi  xav6va, 
xal  /aXuPa  axXvjpbv  xaXafZ7]9aYov,  dXXa  xal  auxiv 

7)Ye{i.6va  ypay-yLi^q,  aTrXavsoq  xavova, 
xal  X[0ov  6xpi6evTa,  Sdva^  SOi  Siaaov  6S6vTa 

67]Y£Tat  dji,pXuv6el(;  Ix  SoXixoypacpLi^f;, 
xal  Pu8ir)v  Tptxcovoi;  dXiTuXdyxxoio  }(a[jieuv7)v, 

a7r6YYOV,  dxeoxoptr^v  7rXa^o[jievY](;  ypacptSo?, 
xal  xtaxTjv  TroXuoTra  (xeXavS6xov,  elv  £vl  Trdvxa 

euypacpso(;  x^x^yji;  opyava  puo[ji.lvy]v, 
'Ep{i^  KaXX!,(i.evy](;,  Tpo(XEp7]v  urri  yyjpaoi;  6xv<p 

XeTpa  xa0ap(x6!^cov  ix  SoXixtliv  xafxdxwv. 

VI.  65 

MAKHAONIOT  YHATOT 

Nrja  IloaeiSdwvi  TroXuTrXavo?  i5cv6exo  KpdcvTo^, 

^(jLTreSov  li;  vyjoG  TC^av  epeiCTa[j.evoi;, 
aupYjt;  oux  dX^youcrav  hnl  ■/Qov6<;,  ■7i<;  em  Kpdvxa? 

supu;;  dvaxXiv0el(;  icxpojiov  Ottvov  ^x^'* 

VI.  69 
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PERSIAN  WAR 
The  Hellenes  in  their  war  of  mighty  deed, 

The  call  of  their  high  courage  quick  to  hear, 
Drave  out  the  Persians,  and  for  glory's  meed 

This  altar  to  the  god  of  Freedom  rear. 

A  SCRIBE 
This  round  of  lead  which  marks  the  line  it  kens 

And  follows  closely  at  the  ruler's  side: 
This  knife  of  steel  for  trimming  off  the  pens. 

And  rule  that  serves  the  writing  for  a  guide: 
The  pumice  stone  that  whets  the  cloven  reed. 

Whose  point  is  blunted  by  much  scrivening: 
The  sponge  that  wipes  away  a  faulty  screed, 

But  erewhile  deep  in  ocean's  bed  did  cling: 
The  many-sided  box  that  holds  the  ink 

And  all  the  tools  a  writer's  craft  requires: — 
All  these  Callimenes  gives,  on  age's  brink 

Resting  from  lengthened  toil  a  hand  that  tires. 

A  SEAMAN 
Sea-roaming  Crantas  here  bestows  his  boat. 

No  more  to  sail  afloat. 
Propped  firmly  on  Poseidon's  temple  floor. 

He  takes  no  heed  on  land  of  any  breeze, 

But  spreads  his  limbs  at  ease, 
And  slumbers  in  untroubled  sleep  ashore. 
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MAKHAONIOY  THATOY 

Nyja  col,  w  ttovtou  [BaaiXeu  xal  xoipave  ycclfjq, 

dvT^OEjxaL  KpoLvrai;,  [jl-/)xetl  TEYyofvievT^v, 
v^a,  TToXuTcXavecov  ocvsjjlcov  Ti-epov,  -Jj^  etti  SeiXi? 

TToXXaxii;  cbl"CTa[jL-/]v  el^sXaav  'AiSv]' 
TTocvTa  S'  dcTreiTrapLEVot;,  96^07,  sXTiiSa,  tcovtov,  tXEXXa?, 

TTiCTTOv  UTTsp  YOLiT^q  I'/VLOV  y)SpaCTa[JL-/]v. 

VI.  70 
HATAOY  SIAENTIAPIOY 
Sol  Ta  XiTroaTE9avcov  SiaTiXptara  [/.upia  cpuXXtov, 

Gol  xa  vooTiXrjXTOu  xXaara  xutteXXk  [i.E0-/](;, 
Pdarpu/a  ctoI  [xupoiai.  SsSsufXEva,  t-^Se  xovit] 

oxuXa  TToOopXYjTou  XEixai  'Ava^ayopa, 
aol  tocSe,  Aatc,,  omocMTOi.'  Tiapa  TrpoOupoK;  yap  6  SslXoc; 

TotaSe,  auv  dxpyj^aii;  TiroXXdxL  Travvuy^ioa?, 
oux  ETTO?,  ou  •/aplzaGix\>  UTTOCT/Eaiv,  ouSe  [jleXixP^? 

eXtTiSo?  uPptaTTjV  pLuOoV  ETTEGTrdCCTaTO. 

9Eij  9EU,  yuioxax-/]!;  Se  XiTioiv  xaSe  au[i.poXa  Ka)[XOJV, 
(jL£(ji9£xat  daxpsTrxou  xdcXXst  O'/jXuxEpYjc;. 

VI.  71 
MAKHAONIOY  YHATOY 
Ad9vt(;  6  aupixxd*;  xpo(jL£ptp  Tcepl  yTjpai  xifxvtov, 

yziphc,  aEpyTjXat;  xocvSe  Papuvo[j.£va? 
Ilavl  9LXaypauXtp  vojxiav  dv£0Y)X£  xopuvav, 

Yijpoii  7T:ot[i.£viwv  7rauad[jt.£V0!;  xa[i,dxtov. 
eI(;£xl  ydp  crupiyyi  jXEXiaSopiai.,  eI^exl  9covd 

dizpoyLoq  ev  xpofXEpw  atofxaxt  vaiExdcEt. 
(iX>>a  Xuxok;  oivx-fjaiv  dv'  oupEa  [lif  ziq  i[isXo 
abz^koq  dyyEtXy]  y7]pao?  dSpavivjv. 

VI.  73 
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THE  SAME 
King  of  the  sea  and  sovereign  of  the  shore! 
Here  Crantas  sets  his  boat  to  sail  no  more. 
Once,  as  it  winged  to  every  wandering  breath, 
My  coward  heart  oft  thought  it  drave  to  death: 
Now  footsteps  firm  upon  the  land  I  form, 
Abandoning  fear,  hope,  and  sea,  and  storm. 

A  LOVER  OF  LAIS 
Here  broken  cups  from  frenzied  drinking-bout. 

Here  leaves  from  garlands  rent  and  torn  in  mass> 
And  locks  bedewed  with  perfume,  are  set  out 

As  spoils  by  love-sick  Anaxagoras. 
All  these  are  given  for  Lais,  at  whose  door 

Standing  with  rival  gallants  many  a  night 
No  word,  no  kindly  promise  back  he  bore. 

Nor  even  a  mock  of  honeyed  hope,  poor  wight. 
O  palsied  now,  these  emblems  of  his  moods 
Leaving,  on  heartless  beauty's  sin  he  broods. 

A  PIPER 
Daphnis  the  piper,  weak  with  years  and  bent. 

Vexed  with  the  idle  burden  of  his  hand, 
Here  vows  to  Pan  his  tuneful  instrument, 

Since  all  his  shepherd  toil  by  age  is  banned. 
Still  can  I  play  the  pipe,  and  still  the  voice 

Unshaking  in  my  shaking  body  holds: 
O  let  none  tell  my  weakness,  to  rejoice 

The  wolves  that  prey  among  the  upland  folds. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

"AvSpoxXoq,  coTtoXXov,  rdSe  aol  y.ipccq,  &  etci  ttouX^v 

6ripa  PaXwv  aypaq  euoxottov  el/e  xuxvjv. 
ouTTOxe  yap  TuXayxTOi;  yupaq  e^aXxo  xepata(; 

loi;  ETu'  YiXetiaTtp  /eipoc;  £XY]PoXia. 
ooodcxi  yap  T65oto  Tcavaypexot;  I'a/e  veupdc, 

Toacraxii;  rjv  aypeu?  '/jlpo*;  vj  5uX6xou. 
dv0'  dj)v  aol  xdSe,  Ooi[3e,  t6  Auxtiov  ottXov  aytvei, 

Xpuoetaii;  uXs^ai;  (ZEtXtov  d[X9i.8£at(;. 

VI.  75 

EPATOSGENOTS  SXOAASTIKOT 

OlvoTrdxat;  Sevo9c5v  xev£6v  irtOov  (xvGeto,  Bdcxxe* 
S^j^vuao  8'  EutiEVEcoi;*  aXXo  yap  ouS^v  e/ei. 

VI.  77 


nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

'AarriSa  TaupEirjv,  spufxa  Xpo6(;,  dvTt,[3icov  xs 
TToXXaxii;  Eyys^yjv  yEuaa[XEV7]v  xoXdSwv, 

xal  xov  dX£^!,p£X£[xvov  dcTTo  ax^pvoio  xi-xtova, 
xal  x6puv  iTcneiaiq  Opi^l  Saouvo[Ji£V7)v 

ocvGexo  A\)Gi[i(x.xoq  yipccc,  "ApE'i,  yrjpaXEOv  vuv 
dvxl  TzccvoTiliqc,  pdxxpov  dfxst^'djxevo?. 

VI.  81 


130 


TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

A  BOWMAN 
Androclus  gives  this  bow,  which  aiming  true 

In  goodly  hunting  brought  him  many  a  head. 
For  when  it  bent  and  forth  the  arrow  flew, 

Never  it  missed  the  mark  or  idly  sped. 
Whene'er  his  arrow  twanged  the  deadly  string, 

It  smote  the  prey  in  air  or  on  the  wold. 
So,  Phoebus,  guard  the  weapon  he  doth  bring — 

His  gift  set  round  about  with  bands  of  gold. 


A  WINE-BIBBER 
For  offering,  Bacchus,  this  poor  empty  cask 

Is  from  wine-bibber  Xenophon. 
Receive  it  kindly — that  is  all  I  ask — 

For  other  offering  he  hath  none. 


AN  AGED  WARRIOR 
This  guardian  shield  of  bull's  hide,  and  this  pike 

Full  often  through  a  foeman's  bowels  pushed: 
This  breastplate  proof  against  the  arrow's  strike, 

And  helmet  vnth  its  horsehair  plume  well  bushed: 
I  give  to  Ares,  now  my  years  are  thick 
And  all  my  armour  bartered  for  a  stick. 
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MAKHAONIOT  THATOY 

Tyjv  xi6apy]v  Eu[j,oXTro(;  km  xptTroScov  ttots  $01^(0 

eItte  Se'  pfi]  ij^auaaiji.!,  Xup-/)i;  iri,  [iy]S'  EOsXrjCTCo 

tt;?  Tiapoi;  apfjiovivjc;  E[i.[jLEX£T7]pLa  9£p£i,v. 
■/jI'Oeoii;  ^eXetco  xiOapYjq  fiLxo^"  dcvrl  Ss  TrXyjXTpou, 

ax'/]7ravicp  Tpo[i,£pa(;  XE^po"?  spsiCTapiEGa. 

VI.  83 
nAYAOT  2IAENTIAPI0T 
Z-/]vl  ToS'  6[jL9aXiov  aaxsot;  xpucpot;,  w  etti  Xaiav 

£CT/_£V  aptCTTEucov,  ocvOeto  Nixayopat;" 
Trav  Si:  to  Xolttov  6cxovt£<;,  IqripiQiioq  te  /aXdc^"/] 

XEpfJtdci;,  xal  ^19eo)v  s^sxoXa'j/E  yEvuq. 
aXXa  xal  d[X9iSpu7rTOv  lov  toSe  /Eipl  (JtEvatxpi-a 

ocoi^ETo  Nixayopa,  aco^z  8k  Nixayopav. 
0Eaii.6v  Tov  STrapTa(;  ji.£V£9uXo7rLv  d(i.9l  Posta 

TfjSs  Tti;  dOpYjaEi  TrdvTa  9uXaco6pLEVov. 

VI.  84 

OIAinnOY  0ES2AAONIKEQ2 
"Ayxupav  E[i,[3puoixov,  EpuCTiv7]'iSa, 
xcoTrai;  te  Staadi;  Tocq  (kTicoaixu[iy.Touq, 
xal  StxTuoii;  [jl6Xi.[5Sov  -rjilnScopLEvov, 
xupTOui;  TE  9£XXoTi;  toui;  E7rEa9pay!.o(X£vou(;, 
xal  ttUXov  d[i,9ixp-/)vov  uSaCTiaTEyy], 
XiOov  TE  vauTati;  kcnvip-riq  rupa'/jToxov, 
dX^f;  TupavvE,  aol,  HocelSov,  'ApyixXyji; 
zQ-qxz,  Xvj^ac;  ty^i;  drr'  fjOvcov  dX-/](;. 

VI.  90 
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A  MUSICIAN 
At  Phoebus'  shrine  Eumolpus  lays  his  lute 

In  mourning  for  the  age  that  dulls  his  skill. 
'Henceforth,'  quoth  he,  'my  viol  shall  be  mute — 

No  more  its  olden  tones  to  music  thrill. 
Let  youth  resound  the  chords:  but,  for  my  touch, 
I  lean  my  trembling  hand  upon  a  crutch.' 

A  WARRIOR 
To  Zeus  Nicagoras  gives  this  goodly  boss 

Left  from  his  shield  in  many  a  victory  borne: 
The  rest  by  hail  of  arrows  and  the  toss 

Of  stones  and  hew  of  swords  away  is  worn. 
Yet,  torn  and  broken  in  his  warrior  hand. 

Full  oft  he  saved  it,  and  it  saved  his  breath. 
So  round  this  targe  deep  graven  may  be  scanned 

The  Spartan  law — to  battle  to  the  death. 

A  FISHER 
This  anchor's  bulk,  the  ship  that  saves, 
This  pair  of  oars  that  thrust  the  waves, 
The  lead  that  rings  his  fishing-net, 
Mesh  signed  with  corks  in  circle  set, 
Headgear  that  fends  the  rain  aright, 
And  flints  for  making  fire  at  night — 
To  thee,  Poseidon,  Archicles, 
Gives,  taking  leave  of  shore  and  seas. 
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OIAinnOT  0E22AAONIKEnS 

AuXov  xa[Xiv£UT^pa  tov  <piXr]vs^ov, 
pLVTQv  T£  xv/)aixpu(TOv  6^uSr)XT0pa, 
xcd  TOV  Sl-/r^o'j  xapxivov  TrupaYpex'/jv, 
TTTcoxot;  TToSa?  T£  TOuaSe  Xet^^avirjXoYou?, 
6  xpucro'T£><f wv  A7][xocpwv  KuXXr]vta) 
eOrjxs,  yYjpa  xavOov  eJ^09co[j,£VO(;. 

VI.  92 


OIAinnOT  GESSAAONIKEQS 

'  Apa^6j(£Lpa  xaura  aoi  xa  TU^Trava, 
xalxu[xPaX'  o^uSouTraxoiXoxsiXsa, 
StSufjLoui;  T£  XojTouf;  xspopoai;,  I9'  olq  ttots 
STTCoXoXu^ev  au)(sva  oTpo^iXiaat;, 
XuoKpXsPyj  T£  CTdcyapiv  a[i.9i6-/]y£a, 
Xeovt6S!,9P£  CTOi,  'Pet],  KXutooOevt^i; 
E07]X£,  XuaCTY]T7ipa  y/jpocCTaq  TroSa. 

VI.  94 

ANTIOIAOY 

B0UCTTP690V  dxpooiSapov,  aTreiXTjTTJpa  (iucorra, 
xal  Trrjpav  (jLerpou  aixoSoxov  O7rop[piou, 

yaijul^^v  T£  Sp£7ravov  axa'/u'/jTopLov,  orrXov  apoupTji;, 
xal  7raXioup69opov,  yzipcc  Qspz\jq,  Tptvaxa, 

xal  TpTjToui;  TToSEtovaq  6  yaxoiJioi;  iScvOeto  Ayjoi 
IlaptJi!,!;,  dvi-/)pcov  TcauadjJiEvot;  xafxtxTcov. 

VI.  95 
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A  GOLDSMITH 
Here  Demophon,  the  goldsmith,  hangs 

His  blowpipe  worked  by  wind  it  draws, 
His  file  that  scrapes  with  biting  fangs, 

His  pair  of  tongs  with  double  claws. 
And  hare's-foot  brushes  used  to  sweep 

The  scattered  grains  of  golden  grist. 
AH  these  he  bids  Cyllenius  keep, 

For  age  bedims  his  eye  with  mist. 

A  REVELLER 
Sounding  cymbals  hollow-rimmed. 

Drums  that  beat  to  turn  of  wrist, 
Double  flute  on  which  he  hymned, 

Standing  with  his  neck  atwist. 
Two-edged  dirks  the  blood  that  lance — 

Lion-reining  Rhea,  these 
Take  from  one  whose  mad-foot  prance 

Age  hath  stopped — Clytosthenes. 

A  FARM  HAND 
His  steel-tipped  goad-spur  for  a  team  that  sleeps, 

His  bag  from  which  the  measured  seed  he  heaves, 
His  curving  sickle  which  the  cornland  reaps. 

His  fork  that  handles  well  the  summer  sheaves, 
His  worn-out  brogues,  the  reaper  Parmis  heaps 

Here  at  the  shrine,  and  rest  from  toil  achieves. 
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ANTKDIAOT  BYZANTIOT 

Aoupat;  'AXe^txvSpoio*  Xsyei  SI  ae  ypajjifxaT'  IxeTvov 
ex  TToXspLou  QiaQoci  auy.^o'kov  'ApTspiiSi. 

OTuXov  avixT)Toto  Ppaylovoi;,  a  xaXov  eyxo(;, 
qi  TTOVTOt;  xal  yOwv  elxs  xpaSatvofxevco' 

iXa6i,  SoOpac;  oixccp^iq'  asl  Se  as  Tiai;  zic,  a9pY)ca<; 
TapjBrjCTS!.,  pLsyaXT^i;  [jLVYjaafxevo?  na.'kaiy.riq. 

VI.  97 

oiAinnoT 

Hl9V]  Ta  TToXXcov  xvcoSdcXwv  Xai|jt7]T6[ji,a, 

TnjpiTp690U(;  te  pnzlBaq  7rupY)V£[A0U(;, 

'/)6[i,6v  TE  7rOuXuTp7]TOV,  -qSk  TETpdcTtOUV, 

Tiupoi;  y£9upav,  Eayap^jv  xps'/^Soxov, 
J^co(i.Y)puCTiv  TE  ir/jv  XiTTOut;  a<ppY]X6yov, 
ofjiou  xpEaypT)  T75  CTtSrjpoSaxTuXtp, 
PpaSuoxEXv]!;  "H9aioT£,  aol  Tifzaotcijv 
sGrjxev,  axy-riq  yuTov  wp9av<o[XEVo<;. 

VI.  101 

oiAinnoY 

'PoiYjV  ^avGo;;(LTcova,  yEpaL69Xo[,a  xe  ouxa, 
xal  poSsat;  CTTa9uX7i(;  wpLov  dcTrooTraStov, 

{AYJXov  6'  rjSuTcvouv  XeTTTyi  TTETToxoifxevov  &yy[\, 
xal  xapuov  xXcopcov  ex9av£i;  ex  XettIScov, 

xal  aixuov  /voaovTa,  tov  ev  9uXXoi(;  TCsSoxotXYjv, 

xal  7t£pX7]V  TjSe  XPUCTO/LTCOV'  £Xa-/]v, 

COL,  9iXo8iTa  IIpi7)Tr£,  9UT0CTxa90(;  ocvOeto  Aa|i.cov, 
SevSpeat  xal  yuioK;  euEafxevot;  GaXeOEiv. 
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ALEXANDER'S  SPEAR 
This  record  tells  that  Alexander's  spear 
Fresh  from  the  wars  by  him  was  offered  here. 
O  lance  of  hand  invincible!  noble  blade! 
Which  over  captive  earth  and  ocean  swayed, 
Spare  the  beholder,  who  with  dread  alarm 
Recalls  the  memory  of  that  mighty  arm. 

A  COOK 
His  knives  that  sundered  many  kinds  of  flesh, 
And  fans  that  waved  the  embers  to  refresh, 
His  pierced  strainer,  and  the  four-legged  stand 
Which  held  the  viands  on  the  fire  it  spanned: 
His  ladle  used  for  skimming  off  the  froth. 
And  fork  with  prongs  for  meat  in  roast  or  broth; 
Timasion  to  the  limping  Fire-god  these 
Gives,  for  his  limbs  have  lost  their  nimble  ease. 

A  GARDENER 
Pomegranate  yellow-coated,  wrinkled  fig, 

A  purple  cluster  of  new-gathered  grapes, 
A  scented  apple  dewy  from  the  twig, 

A  filbert  from  its  sheath  of  green  that  gapes, 
A  downy  melon,  bedded  on  the  ground, 

A  plum,  an  olive  with  its  cloth  of  gold: — 
These  for  the  god  hath  planter  Lamon  found. 

And  prays  good  health  in  tree  and  limb  may 
hold. 
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OIAinnOT 

ocpupav,  xal  YC(.y.<\)ciiq  TrupoX^youc;  SpsTtava?, 
xal  Tpi^oXouc;  o^eii;  dx^jpoTpiPac;,  [aTo[36r]v  xe 

(juv  yupoTt;  apoxpoK;,  xal  9iX6yaiov  uviv, 
xevxpa  x'  omaQovuyri,  xal  PouiTxpo9a  Ssajjia  xsvovxcov, 

xal  xptvaxa?  ^uXlvac;,  /eipa?  apouporrovcov, 
yui'  OCXS  7rr]pco0£l(;  Auctl^£vo(;  auXaxi  TzoXkfj 

cxpE[iaoev  At^oT  xy]  axaxuoax£9avcp. 

VI.  104 


ZONA 

TouxQ  (joi,  uXsiGJxa,  xax'  dypiaSoi;  TiXaxdvoto 
Sep[xa  XuxoppaiCTXT]!;  sxpejiaaev  TsXsacov, 

xal  xcxv  ex  xoxlvoto  xaXaupoTia,  xdv  vroxa  x^vo(; 
TToXXdxt.  po[Ji[5Y]xdv  ex  x^po?  T,xpo[36X£i. 

dXXd  xu,  ndv  [BouvTxa,  xa  ^-/i  TroXuoXPa  xe  Se^ai 
Scopa,  xal  euaypet  xqiSe  Tcexaaoov  opot;. 

VI.  106 

oiAinnoT 

'TXtjctxottw  [It  Ilavl  67]peuxr]?  FeXcov 
^87)xe  Xoyx^jv,  ■/)(;  dTreOpiae  XP^^^'i 
dx^Yjv  cv  spy  to,  xal  Xlvoiv  TroXuaTp69cov 
yepatd  xpuxr),  xal  Tidyai;  Sepayxexi;, 
veupoTrXcxelt;  xe  xvtoSdXcov  c7rt,a9i)poui; 
<I>xeTi;  TcoSlaxpaq,  xal  xpax'/lXoSeajJ-oxa? 
xXoiouc;  xuvouxou;;"  yuia  ydp  8(xixziq  y^pO'JC'i 
aTrelTrev  '/^S'/]  xy]v  op£iv6[j,ov  7rXdvr)v. 

VI.  107 
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A  HUSBANDMAN 
His  mattock,  breaker  of  the  loam, 

The  seed-bag  slung  across  his  back, 
Bent  reaping-hooks  for  harvest  home, 

And  flails  that  thresh  the  corn  to  sack: 
His  plough  with  curving  double  share 

And  coulter  cleaving  through  the  ground: 
The  goads  and  reins  that  drive  his  pair, 

His  mallets  ever  handy  found: 
A  farmer,  with  much  plowing  worn. 
Here  leaves  for  her  who  crowns  the  corn. 

A  WOLFSKIN 
This  skin  upon  a  plane-tree  in  the  fields 

The  wolf-destroyer,  Teleson,  hath  hung: 
And  this  stout  olive  shepherd's  staff  he  yields. 

Which  often  roaring  from  his  hand  was  flung. 
Pan  of  the  hills!  these  nowise  wealthy  gifts 
Take,  and  keep  open  all  the  mountain  drifts. 

A  HUNTER 
To  Pan,  the  guardian  of  the  earth. 

The  hunter,  Gelon,  gives  his  spear, 
Now  blunt  from  use  and  robbed  of  worth: 

Gives  relics  of  his  netting-gear 
Worn  out  by  time,  and  throttling  snares, 

And  twisted  gut,  the  foot  that  clogs 
And  grips  the  leg  of  stags  or  bears: 

Gives  collar-brace  for  coupling  dogs. 
For  now  with  age  his  strength  is  sped. 
And  mountain-ranging  days  are  dead. 
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ANTinATPOT 

r-/]paX£ov  ve^pi'XoLq  Tpuxoc,  ToSe,  xal  xptsXiXTOv 

i5(V07reSav,  xal  Ta(;  wzupoTevzic,  tzccy'iBccq, 
yXoi^ovq  t'  a[j.9!,ppcoya(;,  avaCTTraoToui;  re  Sepdtyxoc?, 

xal  TTupl  6Y)yaXeoui;  o^uTraysTq  oxdcXixai;, 
xal  xav  eiixoXXov  Spuot;  lx[i.aSa,  xov  xs  TtexYjvGv 

aypeuxav  l^oj  [jiuSaXsov  Sovaxa, 
xal  xpu9tou  xpixXcoCTXov  iTrtcTraCTXTJpa  [BoXoio, 

apxuv  XE  xXayepcov  XaipioTTsSav  yepdcvcov, 
<jot,  Ilav  dj  ay.omr]Tcc,  yipccq  Osxo  Traii;  NeoXaSa 

KpauPt?,  6  07]peuxa<;,  'Apxai;  octt'  'Opxojjisvou. 

VI.  109 
ANTinATPOT 
Tov  TrapO(;  'Opp-iQXoTo  (XEpLuxoxa  Ssipaat  xaupov, 

xov  TTplv  lpy)(J.coxav  S'^pa  Maxy]Sovia<;, 
AapSavscov  oXexrip',  6  X£pauvi0(;  sIXe  OlXittttoi;, 

7TX7)^a(;  aiyavEoc  (BpsyfJia  xuvayextSf 
xal  xdcSe  ool  (ipiapai;,  'HpaxXEEt;,  ou  Siya  pupcra*; 

6'rjXsv,  a(Jiai[xax£XOu  xpax6<;  spsLafJia,  xspa. 
<3a.c,  xoi  68'  EX  pi^ocq  avaS£Spo[i.£V  ou  xi  aeixE<; 

Tiaxpcpa^  J^aXouv  epya  pooxxaaiai;. 

VI.  115 
nArKPATOTS 
'Ex  TTupot;  6  pataxrjp,  xal  6  xapxCvoq,  '1)  xe  TrupaypT) 

i5cyxEiv8'  'H^aioxtp,  Scopa  IloXuxpaxeO!;, 
<jj  TTUxvov  xpoxEcov  uTTsp  axfzovoi;  Eupsxo  TraiCTiv 

oX^ov,  oi:J^upY]v  wCTdcfJLSvot;  7revt-/)v. 

VI.  117 
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A  BIRD-CATCHER 
This  ragged  cloud-net,  and  this  twisted  snare, 

And  gins  for  setting  with  the  sinew  taut: 

And  stakes  whose  fine  point  in  the  fire  was  wrought: 
Springes  for  throttUng,  cages  worse  for  wear, 
This  sticky  oak-glue,  and  the  fowling  rod 

On  which  the  smear  of  birdlime  still  remains: 
Snap-cord  for  trap-nets  hidden  on  the  sod, 

And  noose  to  catch  the  neck  of  noisy  cranes : — 
To  Pan,  the  guard  of  uplands  perilous. 
Gives  Craubis,  trapper,  of  Orchomenus. 

A  WILD  BULL  SLAIN 
The  bull,  that  bellowing  on  Orbelus'  height 

Slew  men  through  Macedonia  far  and  near, 
Philip  with  lightning  stroke  hath  killed  in  fight, 

Piercing  its  forehead  with  his  hunting  spear. 
He  brings  thee,  Heracles,  for  gift  in  full 

Horns  of  that  dauntless  head  and  mighty  hide: 
For  with  his  sires  in  tourney  of  the  bull 

Right  well  the  scion  of  thy  line  hath  vied. 

A  BLACKSMITH 
Hammer  and  pincers,  tongs  the  fire  to  stoke 

Here  to  Hephaestus  gives  Polycrates: 
His  children's  welfare  many  an  anvil-stroke, 

Forfending  penury,  achieved  with  these. 

141 


TEMPLE  OFFERINGS 

ANTinATPOT 

'A  cp6p[jLtY^,  Toc  xe  T6^a,  xal  aY>tuXa  SixTua  Oofpo) 
ScooiSo(;,  ex  xe  ^iXaq,  ex  re  IIoXuxpaTcof;. 

j(w  [Jtev  oiCTTeuTYjp  xcpaov  piov  a  Se  Xup(oS6(; 
Tcxv  yeXuv  ojypeuTT]?  wTraae  ttXexto:  Xiva. 

dXX'  6  [jLcv  a)xu[36X<ov  iwv  xpaxot;,  a  Se  cpepotTO 
(Xxpa  Xupa(;,  6  8'  zy^pi  TrpcoTa  xuvayeoiac;. 

VI.  118 


HTHSinnOT 

'ActttI^  dcTTO  ppOTCfov  coji.a>v  Tifjiavopoi;  ^[Jiai, 
vaw  UTTcopotpia  HaXXaSoc;  dXx(,(jiaxa(;, 

TToXXd  aiSapeiou  xexovifxeva  ex  TcoXefxoio, 
Tov  [xe  cpepovT'  alct  puofx^va  Oavdxou. 

VI.  124 


MNA2AAK0Y 

"HSt)  TYjSe  [Jievco  TroXe[i.ou  Six*^)  >ta^ov  avaxTO? 

CTTcpvov  epico  vcoTw  TCoXXdxi.  putrafxeva. 
xatTTcp  T7]Xep6Xou?  lout;,  xai  x^ppidSt,'  aivd 

(jiupia,  xal  SoXi)(a<;  Sc^ajxeva  xajxaxaq, 
ouS^TTOTE  KXeixoio  XiTreiv  Trepifxaxea  ttocxuv 

9a[jil  xaxd  pXooupov  9XoTa!3ov  'EvuaXbu. 

VI.  125 
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A  TRIPLE  GIFT 
Arrows,  a  lyre,  and  circling  mesh  here  set 

By  Sosis,  Phile,  and  Polycrates: — 
The  shooter's  bow,  the  hunter's  woven  net, 

The  lyre  from  her  who  chanted  to  its  keys. 
May  one  with  pride  of  song,  one  in  the  chase, 
One  with  his  deadly  aim,  take  foremost  place. 


TIMANOR'S  SHIELD 
This  shield,  upon  Timanor's  shoulders  worn, 

Rests  under  battle-winning  Pallas'  roof. 
Through  dust  and  moil  of  iron  warfare  borne, 

Against  the  death-stroke  it  was  ever  proof. 


A  SHIELD  SPEAKS 
Here  now,  far  from  the  wars,  I  rest  alone 

Who  saved  my  master's  life  through  many  a  year. 
I  took  the  far-thrown  bolt,  the  monster  stone 

In  thousands,  and  the  dint  of  shafted  spear: 
But  never  did  I  quit  that  mighty  arm, 
Or  fail  him  in  the  roar  of  war's  alarm. 
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NIKIOT 

MeXXov  apa  aruyepav  xayco  ttots  Syjplv  "Apyjo; 

IxTrpoXiTTouaa  yopoJv  7rap0£viwv  cxtsiv 
'ApT£[X!.Soq  TTspl  vaov,  'Etti^svo!;  £v0a  (j.'  sStjxsv, 

Xeuxov  stteI  xslvou  y^P°''?  ^feipe  jxeXr). 

VI.  127 

AEnNIAA 
O'iB'  (XTTo  Aeuxavcov  SupeaaTTiSEi;,  ol  Ss  X'^Xivoi 

CTTOi/'/jSov,  ^EOTOi  t'  a[jL<pi[ioXoi  xdcfxaxei; 
SISpLTjVTai,  TToOsouoat  ojjicoi;  l'ttttoui;  ts  xal  avSpai;, 
HaXXaSf  tou?  S'  6  [jieXai;  a[i,cp£x°''^^'*'  Qavaroi;. 

VI.  131 
ANAKPEONTOS 
'Puaajjifva  IluOcova  Suqocyioq  Ix  rroXefJioio 
aaTTii;,  'AQr^vcciriq  sv  t£[ji.£V£1  xp£[ji.aTat.. 

VI.  141 
AEQNIAA  TAPANTINOT  ol  Se 
PAITOTAIKOT 
'Aypovofxcp  tocSe  Have,  xal  EuaaT'Tjpi  Aualto 

7rpEa[3u<;,  xal  NuiJicpaiq  'Apxy-q  eO-^xe  BlxoiV 
Ilavl  (i.£v  apTiToxov  ylpiapov  CTU[i.TraiaTopa  [iarpo?, 

xiaaou  Se  Bpopiuo  xXcova  TroXuTiXavEOi;" 
Nuptcpa',?  Se  CTXiEpTJc;  euttoIxiXov  6cv6o(;  oTrwpy)!;, 

9uXXa  T£  TiETTxafjiEvtov  al[J.aT6£VTa  poSwv. 
av8'  cov  EuOSpov,  Nu[j.9ai,  toSe  Scofjia  yEpovTO? 
au^ETE,  Ilav  yXayspov,  Bax/E  TToXuaxaouXov. 

VI.  154 
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EPIXENUS'  SHIELD. 

Epixenus  this  shield 

Gives  to  the  goddess'  shrine, 
Since  age  hath  wasted  all  his  strength  away. 

Far  from  the  battle-field 

Here  destined  to  recline, 
It  listens  while  the  maidens  dance  and  play. 

SPOILS  OF  WAR 
Here  bridle,  shield,  and  shafted  spear  in  rows — 

Leucanian  spoils — are  hung. 
Mourning  both  horse  and  rider:  over  those 

Death  hath  his  gloomy  shadow  flung. 

PYTHON'S  SHIELD 
This  shield,  which  guarded  Python  through  the  din 
Of  war,  now  hangs  Athene's  shrine  within. 

BITON'S  GIFTS 
Biton  to  Pan,  the  warder  of  the  glade, 

To  Bacchus,  and  the  Nymphs  his  offering  makes. 
To  Pan  a  kid  that  by  its  mother  played; 

A  sprig  of  climbing  ivy  Bacchus  takes: 
The  Nymphs  have  rosebuds  dashed  with  crimson  foam. 

And  all  the  broidered  flowers  that  autumn  :.hapes. 
Ye  Nymphs!  give  plenteous  water  for  his  home: 

Pan,  give  him  milk,  and  Bacchus  clustered  grapes. 
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ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOY 

'A  napoq  ai[jiaT6ev  TroXe[JLOu  [liloc,  ev  Sat  aaXTTty^ 
xal  yXuxuv  elpA'^ccc,  exTcpoxeouoa  v6(j,ov, 

ayxeipiai,  Ospevixe,  Te6v  TpixcovlSi  xoupa 
Scopov,  eptppu^cov  Trauaa[ji£va  xeXdcScov. 

VI.  159 

ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOT 

KepxtSa  xav  opBptva,  j^eXiSoviSwv  ajjia  9a)va, 

^eXTTOfjLEvav,  laroiv  IlaXXaSoc;  aXxu6va, 
t6v  te  xapvjPapeovTa  TToXuppotpS'^xov  axpaxTov, 

xXcoaTvipa  oTpETTTai;  euSpo[j(.ov  apTreS6va(;, 
xal  Tryjvat;,  xai  TovSe  9iX7)XaxaTov  xaXaOicxov, 

OTafXovo?  aaxYjTou  xal  xoXuTraq  (puXaxa, 
TzoiXq  ayaQoG  TeXeaiXXa  Ai,oxX£o(;,  a  (^ikozpybc, 

eipox6[ji.tov  Koupa  Oifjxaxo  SeaTrdxtSt,. 

VI.  160 

MEAEAFPOT 

Tt?  xdcSe  (JLOL  evr]xoiv  xa  TCcpl  Gptyxotaiv  cxv^tjjev 

CTXuXa,  TiavaLO/iaxyjv  x^p^Jjiv  'EvuaXtou; 
ouxE  yap  alyaveai,  Trspiayeef;,  ouxe  xi  rtriXY]^ 

aXXoqjoi;,  ouxe  96vcp  xpavO^v  apiQpE  aaxo(;" 
dXX'  auxox;  yav6covxa  xal  aCTxu9EXixxa  aiSapw, 

ola  Tisp  oux  EVOTiaq,  aXXa  xopwv  Svapa, 
oli;  GaXafxov  xoa[jL£Txe  yajJLTjXtov  oTrXa  8t  XuOpco 

XEip6jjiEva  PpoxEw  (TYjxoc;  "ApTjOi;  exoi. 

VI.  163 
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A  CLARION 
Clarion,  that  rolled  out  battle's  bloody  note 

And  poured  in  time  of  peace  a  merry  strain, 
Here  to  the  Queen  of  Warfare  I  devote, 

Never  to  sound  its  ringing  tones  again. 

A  WEAVER'S  GIFTS 
Shuttle  at  dawn  that  with  the  swallows  sang — 

That  singer  of  the  loom  that  Pallas  wist — 
The  twirling  spindle  with  its  head  ahang, 

That  races  on  and  turns  the  wool  to  twist: 
The  wool  and  basket,  dear  to  weaver's  heart, 

Which  holds  the  finished  thread  and  clews  in 
store:  — 
These  Gelasilla,  lover  of  her  art. 

Gives  to  the  Queen  whom  spinners  all  adore. 

OFFERINGS  MISPLACED 
Who  dared  to  set  within  my  temple's  realm 

These  spoils,  the  shameless  War-God's  fell 
delight? 
No  shafted  lances  here,  nor  crested  helm. 

Nor  buckler  stained  with  blood  befit  my  sight. 
Glad  offerings  shall  be  mine,  by  steel  unmarred. 

Won  not  from  battle  but  from  dance  and  song. 
And  meet  for  bridal  chamber — weapons  scarred 

And  dripping  gore  to  Ares'  shrine  belong. 
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nATAOT  SIAENTIAPIOT 

Borputcov  dxafxavxa  9UTC0V  XcoPrjxopa  xdcTrpov, 

Tov  Opaouv  \)f\)iy.6yL(jiv  IvvaeTav  Sovdcxcov, 
TzoXXay.ic,  e^epuaavxa  0ocov  ax[jiatot.v  oSovxcov 

SevSpea,  xal  vo^iou^  xps^^dcfjiEvov  axuXaxai;, 
avxTjCTai;  Troxajzoto  TieXai;,  Tr£9pix6xa  /aixai;, 

apxi  xal  e^  uXai;  Trdcyxu  XiTrovxa  pdcOo?, 
j^aXxo)  Sei.v69!,Xo(;  xaxEVYjpaxo,  xal  Trapa  9'/5Y<ip 

0r]p6<;  d8co7reuxou  Ilavl  xa9yji}^e  Sepaj;. 

VI.  168 

0TIAAOT 

Ai  TtxsXeai  xco  Ilavi,  xal  al  xavu[JL-/)xe£<;  auxat 
ixeai,  7]  6'  LEpd  xd|jL9iXa9r](;  TrXdxavo^, 

xal  li^ABeq,  xal  xauxa  PoxTjpixa  Ilavl  xuTteXXa 
ayxsixai,  8i^riq  9dpjji,ax'  dXe^ixaxa. 

VI.  170 


ANTinATPOT 
llaXXdSi  xal  xpiaaal  Osaav  dXixec;,  loov  dpdcxva 

xsu^ai  XsTTxaXeov  oxd[xov'  ETricrxd[ji.£vai. 
A-/]tjioj  [x^v  xaXap^CTxov  euttXoxov,  'Apaivoa  8e 

epydxiv  euxXcogxou  v/)[i.axoi;  '/jXaxaxav. 
XEpxiSa  S'  EU7ro['/]xov,  d7]S6va  xdv  ev  splGoK;, 

Bax5(uXl(;,  Euxp^xxouq  a  Silxpivs  jjllxou?. 
J^ojEiv  yap  Six*^  ^ot'^f  i?  ovEiSsot;  t]0£X'  Ixdaxa, 

^EivE,  x6v  ix.  5(Eipcov  dcpvupisva  ^toxov. 

VI.  174 


148 


TEMPLE   OFFERINGS 

A  WILD  BOAR  SLAIN 
The  boar,  that  tireless  spoiler  of  my  vines, 

Who  in  the  lofty  sedges  couched  his  might, 
Whose  tusks  uprooted  all  my  growing  bines 

And  often  turned  the  shepherd  dogs  to  flight — 
I  met  him  near  the  brook,  his  bristling  mane 

Rough  from  the  tangled  thicket  where  he  dwelt. 
And,  killing  him,  upon  this  beech  am  fain 

To  hang  for  Pan  the  hateful  monster's  pelt. 

CUPS  FOR  PAN 
The  elm  trees  all  belong  to  Pan: 

For  him  the  willows  shoot  aloft: 
His  are  the  plane  trees  smooth  in  span. 

And  rills  that  run  about  the  croft. 
Then  let  him  take  these  homely  cups, 

From  which  a  shepherd  drinks  his  bout, 
When  physic  for  his  thirst  he  sups — 

The  wine  that  drives  all  troubles  out. 

THREE  WEAVERS 
Three  women,  matched  in  age,  of  like  degree 

In  skill  of  weaving,  gifts  to  Pallas  bring. 
Demo  her  basket  gives:  Arsinoe 

Her  spindle,  whence  the  wool  comes  ravelling: 
Bacchylis  comb,  that  plies  between  the  thread. 

And  while  it  works  sings  like  a  nightingale. 
Beyond  reproach  each  wished  to  earn  her  bread, 

Making  her  handiwork  for  life  avail. 
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HrHsinnoY 

A£^ai,  [I  'HpaxXEi(;,'Apx£aTaTou  tepov  ottXov, 
o9pa  TTOxl  ^earav  TracTaSa  xexXifXEva 

Yy]paX£a  tsXsOoijjii,  /opcov  aioucja  xal  (jjjivajv 
dpxeiTco  aruyepa  Srjpit;  'EvuaXiou. 

VI.  178 

TAITOYAIKOT 

AdcCso,  Ti^7)£CCTa  KuO'/jpia?,  ujj.vo7T6Xoto 

Xixa  TocS'  ex  Xtrou  Swpa  AEtoviSew 
TTEvraSa  T7]v  CTTa9uX7i?  euptoyea,  xal  (i.£X!.-/)S£C 

Trpcoiov  £U9ijXXcov  cuxov  an'  axpEfjiovwv, 
xal  TauTTjv  dcTrsT'/jXov  aXiv/]XT£ipav  IXaiYjv, 

xal  'jjataxcov  oXiycov  Spdcyfjta  ttevi/pocXeov, 
xai  CTTay^voc  arrovSiTiv,  d£i  6u££ctct!,v  orrrjSov, 

TYjv  xuXixoi;  PaicTj  7ru0^i,£Vi  x£u0o[jt£V/;v. 
el  S',  ciQ  [X£u  Papuyuiov  dcTrcooao  vouoov,  iXiGcziq 

xal  ttevIyjv,  ScbaEi  TriaXeov  xlf^ap^^'- 

VI.  190 

MAPKOT  APTENTAPIOT 
SdvSaXa  xal  [j,lTpr)v  TiEptxaXXla,  t6v  te  (jLuponrvouv 

p6aTpu/ov  (bpalfov  oOXov  drro  TrXoxdcfxciv, 
xal  Cfibvyjv,  xal  Xetttov  uTrevSupta  touto  /iToivoi;, 

xal  xd  TUEpl  axEpvoit;  dyXad  jjiaaToSExa, 
*dfxPpoTov  EucoSt.vo(;  etteI  9uyE  vyjSuot;  oyxov 
*eu9pdvTY)  v7]co  OvjxEV  utt'  'ApTEjxiSot;. 

VI.  201 
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A  SPEAR 
May  Heracles  receive  this  noble  lance, 

And  by  his  marble  columns  let  it  lean, 
There  to  grow  old  mid  sound  of  song  and  dance; 

For  strife  enough  of  warfare  hath  it  seen, 

LEONIDAS'  OFFERING 
Plain  gifts  from  a  plain  giver,  noble  queen, 

Take  from  Leonidas,  the  minstrel,  these  :^ — 
A  juicy  fig  fresh  gathered  from  the  green, 

And  fine  grapes  in  a  cluster  rich  to  squeeze: 
A  leafless  olive  dressed  to  swim  in  brine: 

A  sorry  handful  of  small  barley  cakes: 
And,  suiting  sacrifice,  a  drop  of  wine. 

That  scarce  the  bottom  of  the  goblet  slakes. 
You  keep  my  limbs  sound:  an  you  drive  away 
Foul  penury,  a  young  kid  will  I  slay. 

CHILDBIRTH 
Sandals  and  headband  fair  and  scented  tress, 

Fresh  from  the  locks  which  her  ripe  beauty  wore: 
Her  girdle,  too,  and  fine-spun  under-dress, 

And  rich-hued  fillet  which  her  breast  upbore: 
These  gives  she  to  the  shrine  of  Artemis, 
Who  saved  her  life  and  brought  her  childbed  bliss. 
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AEQNIAOT  TAPANTINOT 

07^pi^  6  SaiSaXo/eip  xa  IlaXXaSt,  T^r^yjov  dxafXTTY), 

xal  T£Tav6v,  vcotco  x(x.[nzT6[itvov,  rrpiova, 
xal  toXexuv,  puxdcvav  x'  euayEa,  xal  TTEptaysf; 

xpuTravov,  ex  Tt/yoLQ  avGexo  Trauaapievoi;. 

VI.  204 
ANTinATPOT  SIA^NIOT 
SavSaXa  ptsv  xa  rroScov  OaXTTXYjpia  xauxa  Btxivva, 

zuTzyycov  epaxov  axuxox6[xcov  xajxaxov 
xov  8s  9!,Xo7TXexxoio  x6[xai;  CT9Lyxx7ipa  OiXatvii;, 

PaTTXOv  aXoi;  no'kiriQ  avOca!,  xsxpucpaXov 
piTTiSa  8'  'AvxixXcia"  xaXuTtxeipav  Si  TipoacoTTOu, 

Ipyov  dpa%vaiO!,i;  VY][xaoi.v  laofjiopov, 
a  xaXd  'HpaxXsia'  xov  zuanzipri  8k  Spdxovxa, 

XpuCTSiov  paSivtov  x6ct[jiov  iTiiacpuptcov, 
Tzocrpbq  '  ApiazoTiXouq  c5uvoy.(x>^)uy.oq'  aL  CTuvo[x-if)6£t,? 

y.lixzq  OupaviY)  8copa  Ku07]ptdSL. 

VI.  206 
SIMQNIAOY 
Xei,[i.epr/)v  vicpexoTo  xaxv)XuCTiv  rjvix'  dXu^aq 

rdXXo?  ep7][i,a(7]v  7^Xu6'  urr^  OTTiXdSa, 
uexov  (icpxi  x6[ji7]^  d7re[i.6p^axo'  xou  8k  xax'  i/voi; 

Pooipdyoc;  ^t;  xoiXtqv  dxpaTiov  Txxo  Xecav. 
auxdp  0  7r£Trxa(ji£V7]  [xsya  xujjiTravov  ec/eOe  /eipt, 

Tipa^ev,  xava/fi  8"iccyev  avxpov  arrav 
ou8'  exXv)  Ku[3eXy)(;  lepov  [Spofjiov  uXov6(jioi;  6r)p 

pLEivai,  dv'  uX^ev  8'  coxuq  eOuvev  opoi;, 
Setaaq  ■/jfjiiyuvatxa  0£V)(;  Xaxpiv,  fiq  Tot.8z  'Ptia. 

sv8uxa  xal  ^avOout;  ^xplfxaasv  7rXoxd[j.oui;. 
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A  CARPENTER 
Theris,  the  deft,  gives  his  unbending  rule, 

His  saw  with  bending  back  well  set  to  run, 
And  axe  and  smoothing  plane  and  boring  tool: 

For  all  his  dainty  craftsmanship  is  done. 

FIVE  FRIENDS 
Bitinna  gives  the  shoes  that  warmed  her  feet — 

The  finest  work  cordwainer's  art  could  make: 
Philaenis  that  which  held  her  hair  in  pleat — 

Her  headband  dyed  with  flowers  of  purple  lake: 
A  fan  from  Anticleia:  and  a  veil 

Most  like  to  spider's  web — so  finely  wove — 
From  Heracleia:  snake  of  golden  trail, 

Which  erstwhile  round  her  slender  ankle  clove, 
From  Aristotle's  child.  Friends  of  an  age. 
To  heavenly  Cypris  these  their  gifts  they  gage. 

A  VOTARY  OF  CYBELE 
Caught  in  the  downpour  of  a  winter  storm 

Gallus  sought  shelter  in  a  rocky  nook: 
But  while  he  dried  his  hair,  a  lion's  form 

He  spied  oncoming  in  the  path  he  took. 
Then  loud  upon  the  timbrel  in  his  hand 

He  crashed,  &  through  the  cave  the  clanging  rolled : 
So  Cybele's  music  made  the  monster  stand, 

Then  turned  him  headlong  down  the  forest  wold. 
Now  to  the  goddess  here  her  votary 
Gives  woman's  dress  and  yellow  locks  in  fee. 
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AEQNIAOT 

xai  vi9eT6v  cpeuycov  xal  xpuoevra  Trdcyov, 
{AOuvoXscov,  xal  S"J]  xexaxcopLEvoc  dOpoa  yuia, 

v)X6£  9iXoxpy;(j!.vcov  aOXiv  si;  alyivofxcov. 
ol  8'  oux  apicp'  alyoJv  y.c[LzX.riyLi\>oi,  aXXa  Tcspi,  (39£cov, 

eiaxo  (TcoTr)pa  Zr^v'  e7rixexX6[i.£voi. 
XSt(ia  Ss*  Ovjp  (xeivai;  Ov^p  vuxtio?,  o(>Te  xtv'  avSpwv 

ouTE  PoTciv  pXtx^J^a?,  co^et'  dcTTauXocijvot;. 
01  Se  Tra9y]<;  epyov  toS'  E0ypa9£<;  dxpoXo9iTai 

Zavl  Trap'  EUTipsfjivco  xaS'  (xveGevto  Sput. 

VI.  221 

AAAAIOY  MAKEA0N02 
AuXaxL  xal  yrjpa  tetpu(jLevov  IpyaTiv/jv  Poijv 

"AXxcov  ou  90virjV  r^yays  Trpo?  xoTriSa, 

alS£CT6£l(;  Epycov  6  Se  ttou  ,3a6£7)  evI  ttolt; 

[jiuxY)0[ji,oii;  dpoTpou  tepttet'  eXeuOepiy). 

VI.  228 

MAIKIOT 

ro[jL9i6Sou7ta  xaXtvd,  xal  d[jL9iTp-/]Tov  *  uTTEixxdv 
x-/][i6v,  xal  yEvucov  CT9tyxTop*  £uppa9Ea, 

tocvSe  t'  ETTiTiXyjxTELpav  d7ropj5yjTot,o  Sicoyfi-ov 
(xdaxiya,  axatou  8'?iyijid  t'  im']/zAio^j, 

XSVTpa  t'  EVai[JLYjEVTa  SiCO^ItTTTOIO  [1\JIX)-0C,, 

xal  TzpiGzbv  (^Y)XTp-/;Q  xvr^afxa  at.S'r;c6SETov, 
SittXo t(;  r/iovcov  topuypLaaiv,  "Io6jX!.£,  TEp96£ic, 
Stopa,  IIoaEiSov,  s/Etf;  raura  Trapa  SxpaTiou. 

VI.  233 
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A  LION 
One  wintry  night,  by  hail  and  storm  bestead 

Mid  driving  gales  of  snow  and  icy  cold, 
A  lion  draggled  and  discomfited 

Came  to  the  mountain  goatherds'  upland  fold. 
Their  flocks  forgetting,  self  their  only  thought, 

They  cried  for  help  to  Zeus  in  sore  alarm, 
Till  in  the  storm  the  lion  passed  distraught, 

And  neither  man  nor  beast  took  any  harm. 
Then  their  adventure  here  the  highland  folk 
Carved  fair  for  Zeus  upon  this  stalwart  oak. 

AN  OX  REWARDED 
Worn  out  with  plowing,  worked  through  many 

a  year, 
His  ox  for  work's  reward  was  spared  the  knife,^ 
And  set  in  goodly  pastures  there  to  cheer — 
Freed  from  the  groaning  plow — the  rest  of  life.. 

THE  ISTHMIAN  GAMES 
Reins  with  jingling  studs  and  bridle-band, 

Cheek-piece  neatly  sewn  to  grip  the  jaw, 
Whip  to  lash  the  coursers  out  of  hand. 

Chain  to  curb  them  and  to  leftward  draw. 
Goads  for  pricking  in  the  chariot  race. 

These,  and  well-toothed  iron  curry-comb, 
Isthmian  Poseidon,  here  I  place. 

Gladdened  oft  by  roars  beside  the  foam. 
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0AAAOY 

'EcTTcspioiq  [xsya  y^apiice.  xai  -/jcooi!;  TrspaTEciatv, 
Kafaap,  avixdcrcov  sxyove  'PwptuXiSwv, 

al6epir]v  yeveoiv  cteo  [xeXTiofxev,  d[jt9l  Ss  PcofzoTi; 
yrjOoouvouc;  Xoi^af;  OTrevSofjiev  aOavdcxoK;. 

aXXa  cju  TraTTTrcooic  ettI  p7)[xaCT!.v  I'xvot;  IpetScov 
euxo[Ji£vo!,<;  Tifxiv  ttouXu  [jIevok;  ett'  etoi;. 

VI.  235 

AnOAAQNIAOT 

Eu9pcov  ou  TTsSiou  TroXuauXaxoq  el'ti,'  6  yepat6(;, 
ouSs  TToXuyXsuxou  yE!.o[i,6po(;  Poxpuo?- 

aXX'  apoTpcp  (Bpaxu^coXov  ettixviJ^ovti,  x.apaaao) 
■/Epcfov,  xal  (Baioij  rriSaxa  pcoyiq  ^7.^^- 

o'j  (XEv  tS'  £^  oXtyoiv  oXiyrj  zapii;.  el  Se  SiSotyji; 
TiXEiova,  xal  ttoXXcov,  Saiptov,  a7rap^6{X£0a. 

VI.  238 

AnOAAQNIAOT 

L[x-/jVEO(;  ex  [xe  Ta[JLwv  yXuxepov  Ocpot;  *  a[jt.9!,vo[i.^(ji>v 
yr^paiot;  KXeirtov  otteToe  (jiEXiaooTrovoq, 

d[ji|3poCTicov  Eapoc;  xiqpcov  [jleXi  tioXXov  tx(JL£X^a(;, 
Scopov  aTTOipLavTOu  T7jXo7reTeu<;  dy£X-^?. 

Oe^r)?  S'  cajjLOTOxov  -/opov  octtXetov,  eu  Se  (AeXtypoO 
vexTapo?  EfXTrX-Zjaait;  xrjpoTrayETf;  0aXa[xa<;. 

VI.  239 
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CAESAR 
Joy  of  the  world  from  east  to  western  shore, 

Caesar,  thou  scion  of  unconquered  Rome: 
We  hymn  thy  birth  from  heaven  and  we  pour 

Glad  offerings  to  the  gods  beneath  thy  dome . 
Firm  in  thy  father's  footsteps  do  thou  tread. 
And  long  life  bless  thee,  as  our  prayers  are  sped. 


A  POOR  PEASANT 
Not  many  furrows  on  my  scanty  land. 
Nor  in  my  little  vine-plot  many  grapes: 
Shallow  the  sandy  soil  my  plowshare  scrapes. 

Nor  is  my  spring  of  water  very  grand. 
Little  for  little  counts:  but  give  me  more, 
Good  spirit,  and  I  promise  you  great  store. 


A  BEEKEEPER 
Cleiton,  the  old  bee-keeper,  from  his  hive 

And  its  sweet  harvest  gives  this  piece  of  comb, 
For  honey  in  the  scented  cells  did  thrive, 

Made  by  his  flock  which  wings  unherded  home. 
Give  him  a  bounteous  swarming  and  good  store 
Of  honeyed  nectar  on  each  waxen  floor. 
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OIAinnOT 

KspxtSa^  opOpoXaXoicn  y^zXiSoGiv  elxeXocpoivou?, 

UixXkdBoc,  icfTOTTovou  XeioyLiTouq  xa[xaxa(;, 
xal  XTSva  xocj[jLOx6[xr]v,  xal  SaxTuXorpiTUTOv  axpaxrov 

CTcpovSuXoStvirjTaj  vr)[xaTt  V7])(6[i.Evov, 
xaL  xdcXapov  o/otvoiaiv  u9aa[ji£vov,  6v  ttot'  686vti 

errXYjpou  toXutty]  Tiaaa  xaGaipojisvif), 
OOL,  9iX£pt,6£  xop-/]  riaXXavTLa?,  y]  Pa0uYy]po>i; 

AlaiovY],  TTEviai;  Scopov,  avexpejjLTgaoev. 

VI.  247 

MNASAAKOY 

'AoTTic;  'AXe^dcvSpou  tou  OuXXlot;  tep6v  (5cSe 
Scopov  'A7r6XXcovi  /puaoxojjiw  SESojj.ai, 

YT;paX£oc  jji^v  I'xuv  TroXspicov  utto,  yiQPO^Xsoc  Se 
6[ji9aX6v  dXX'  dcpsra  Xa[Ji7ro(xat,  OLq  ext^^ov 

avSpl  xopuaaa^sva  cjv  apiaxet,  o<;  [J.'  ave0y]X£v. 
£[i.(xl  S'  dvjaaaTOi;  TiajXTuav  d(p'  ou  Yev6jjLav. 

VI.  264 

nEPSOY 

Ztoji.d  TOi,  &  AaTcot,  xal  dv6e[ji.6svTa  xuTiaaatv, 
xal  jj,[Tpav  [xaoTolq  a9tYXTd  Trep!.TrXojji,£vav 

"GyjxaTo  TL(xd£aaa,  SuqcoSivoio  Yev£0Xa? 
dpYaXfov  SsxaTOi  [jt,r]vi  90Y0UCTa  pdpo(;. 

VI.  272 
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A  POOR  WEAVER 
Shuttles  that  vied  with  swallow's  song  at  morn, 

The  smoothing  rods  of  Pallas  when  she  weaves; 
The  comb  for  ranging  and  the  distaff  worn 

By  handling,  as  the  twirling  thread  it  heaves; 
Her  basket,  made  of  plaited  rush,  to  hold 

The  clews  of  wool,  well  tedded  with  the  tooth, 
Aesione,  fond  of  work  but  very  old. 

Here  leaves — the  gift  of  penury  in  sooth. 


ALEXANDER'S  SHIELD 
I,  shield  of  Alexander  at  this  shrine — 

To  golden-haired  Apollo  vowed  by  him — 
With  all  the  hero's  valour  still  do  shine, 

Though  worn  by  war  my  front  and  worn  my  rim : 
For,  mid  his  noble  panoply  arrayed, 
I  never  knew  defeat  since  I  was  made. 


A  WIFE'S  OFFERING 
Her  girdle  and  her  flower-embroidered  dress, 

And  ribbon  wound  about  her  bosom's  girth, 
A  wife  gives,  safe  delivered  after  stress 

Of  ten  months'  carriage  and  a  painful  birth. 
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AAHAON 

Tijxapsxa  Trpo  ytx^oio  xa  TU^XTrava,  ttjv  t'  epaTEivr)v 
CT9aTpav,  tov  ts  xoixa?  puxopa  xexputpaXov, 

Tat;  TS  Kopa?,  Atfjivari,  xopa  xopa,  w^  STTieixs?, 
avSsTO,  xal  ra  xopav  evSutj.aT-',  'ApTSjjii,S!,. 

Aaxwa,  tu  Ss  TcaiSoq  inikp  yipa.  TLji-apexetat; 
0-/)xa[i,Eva,  acoii^o!,^  xav  ooiav  6ctico(;. 

VI.  280 

AEQNIAA 

AaPpoauva  xaSs  Scopa,  9!,X£uX£ix(p  xs  Aacpuyfj-o) 

6"/)xaxo  AeiCToJ^ou  Aojptscoq  xe9aXa, 
xcb<;  Aapiaoaitof;  xuxoydcaxopat;  l:(];-/]X7ipa!;, 

xal  y^\)Tpoiq,  xal  xav  eupu/aS^  xuXixa, 
xal  xav  eu/aXxcoxov  suyvafATixov  xe  xpsaypav, 

xal  xvTjCTXiv,  xal  xav  IxvoSovov  xopuvav. 
Aa[3poauva,  au  8k  xauxa  xaxou  xaxa  ScopTQXTjpo; 

Se^ajjLEva,  veuaatq  [xr]  iroxa  CTco9poCTUvav. 

VI.  305 


AEQNIAOY  AAEHANAPEQS 
riepipLaxa  xli;  XtTidcovxa,  xic;  "Apsi  xco  TCXoXiTTopOco 

P6xpu^,  xl(;  Ss  poSoiv  Oyjxev  epLol  xaAuxa?; 
Nu[jL9a(.c;  xauxa  <f>ipoi  ziq-  ava.iy.y.y.Touc,  8k  BuYjXar 
ou  8iyojj.ca  ^coy-olc,  6  OpaCTU(ji.-/]xi?  "Ap-f]<;. 

VI.  324 
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TOYS  AND  DOLLS 
Drums,  play-ball,  &  the  band  that  clipped  her  head 

A  maid  to  maiden  Artemis  devotes, 
And  with  them,  since  her  time  is  come  to  wed. 

She  gives  her  maiden  dolls  and  all  their  coats. 
Lay  hand  upon  her,  queen,  in  hallowed  wise, 
And  keep  her  ever  hallowed  in  thine  eyes. 


A  GLUTTON 

To  Gluttony  and  Gullet  of  good  lick 

Deisozus  offers,  from  his  heart  and  soul 
Of  hollowed  bellied  cooking-pots  the  pick. 

And  ladles  and  this  widely-gaping  bowl: 
This  brazen-mounted  finely  modelled  spit. 

This  grater,  and  the  spoon  for  stirring  soup : 
Take  them — ill-giver's  evil  gifts  to  wit — 

3ut  ne'er  to  sober  living  let  him  droop. 


THE  WAR  GOD 

For  Ares,  who  smites  down 

The  high  embattled  town, 
Who  brings  these  dainty  cakes  &  grapes  and  roses? 

Away  with  toys  like  these. 

Which  Nymphs  perchance  may  please: 
On  Ares'  shrine  no  bloodless  gift  reposes. 
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TAITOYAIKOT 

TiaTSa  7iaT7]p  "AXxwv  oXoci  CT9i,y/6£VTa  Spaxovri, 

ixQp-l]G(xq,  BzOqi  to^ov  ey.a.[i']ie  /ept* 
6-/]p6<;  8'  oux  acpafxapxE,  Sicx  aT6[i.aT0(;  yap  oiaroQ 

v^'i^ev,  tutOou  (3ai6v  uTrepGe  [3p£90u<;. 
Trauaafxevo?  Ss  cpovoio,  Tiapa  Sput  T7;8£  9apsTprjV 

CTvipia  xal  EUTU'/iT]?  6'^xe  xal  eucttox^v]!;. 

VI.  331 


MNASAAKOT 

Sol  (xsv  xaixTTuXa  To^a,  xal  lox^atpoc  cpapsrpa, 
Saipa  Trapx  npo^idc/ou,  C)oTp£,  xdcSe  xpe(i.aTai,' 

loui;  Si:  TTTsposvTag  dva  xXovov  icvSpec;  exouctlv 
ev  xpaSiatc,  oXoa  ^eivia  Suijpievlwv. 

VI.  9 
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A  GOOD  SHOT 

A  deadly  serpent  coiled  about  his  son 

He  saw,  and  trembled  as  he  drew  the  bow, 

Nor  missed,  but  just  above  the  child  he  won 
Straight  through  the  reptile's  jaw,  and  laid 
him  low. 

Wherefore  he  hung  his  quiver  on  this  oak 

In  sign  of  his  good  fortune  and  good  stroke. 


AN  ARCHER'S  GIFTS 
I  hang  my  quiver  and  my  curving  bow 

Here  unto  lord  Apollo  set  apart: 
My  feathered  arrows — them  I  did  bestow 

Right  freely  each  within  a  foeman's  heart. 
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MEAEATPOT 

Xei[i,aTOi;  7)ve(j.6£VTO(;  aiz'  (xiQipoc,  olxojxsvoio, 
TTop^upeY]  iizi8y]csz  (pzpoi.\>Qioq  etapo?  ^P^- 
yaia  Bk  xuavev]  y}.ozp}]v  iaTi'])a.zo  7ro[-/)v, 
xai  9UTa  Qrikt]aot.vToi.  vioic,  lx6[i.v]CT£  7r£Tr)>.oi(;. 
ol  S'  txTraXyjv  TrivovTEi;  as^tcpuTou  Spoaov  'H&U(; 
X£L[j.cov£(;  yeXocoatv,  dvoLyofisvoio  poSoio. 
/aipet  xal  ouptYyi.  vofxeuc;  ev  opeaai  Xtyatvcov, 
xal  TToXtoTi;  epicpoit;  eTriTepTTETai  aiTioXoi;  alytov. 
■/jSr,  Sh  TuXcoouaiv  etc'  cupea  xujjiaTa  vauxat. 
TTVoifj  a7r7)[zavTw  Z£9upou  Xiva  xoXTicoaavTet;. 
■/^8v]  S'  eudcE^ouCTi  9£p£CTTa9uXcp  Aiovuaco 
(SvGeI'  PoTpij6£VTo^  £pei|ja[XEVOi  rpi/a  xtoaou. 
£pya  S^  TEXvirjEvra  PorjyEVEECTai  [jiEXtaaaii; 
xaXa  [jleXel,  xal  ai[^,QXcp  £(p-/)[i,Evai,  Epya^ovrai 
Xs'jxa  TToXuxp'^^TOio  v£6ppuTa  xaXXEa  xrjpou. 
TravTY)  8'  opviOcov  yEVE'/]  Xi,yu9covov  (xeiSei.' 
dXxuovEi;  TTEpi  xu[JLa,  /eXiSovei;  djji.91  jJisXaOpa, 
xuxvoc;  ett'  6;;(GaiCTiv  TroTa[xou,  xai,  utt'  aXaot;  a-/)fKov. 
£1  Se  9UTC0V  xaipouat  xofzai,  xal  yala  teOtjXev, 

CTUpt^Et,  8k  VOjJ.EU(;,  xal  TEpTTETai,  EUXOfXa  |j!.7JXa, 

xal  vaurat,  ttXcooucj!.,  Aicovuctoc;  Se  yopEUEt,, 
xal  (jleXtuei  TTEXEEivd,  xal  wSivouai  jj.EXiaoai, 
TTcoi;  ou  ypr)  xal  doiSov  sv  E'tapi  xaXov  astcrai; 

IX. 363 
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THE  POET  IN  SPRING 
Now  stormy  winter  from  the  world  is  gone; 

The  purple  hours  of  blossom-laden  spring 
Smile,  and  dim  earth  with  herb  is  crowned  upon, 

While  budding  boughs  abroad  their  tresses  fling. 
Fair  meadows,  where  the  rosebud  opens  ripe, 

Laugh,  drinking  tender  dew  of  kindly  dawn; 
The  shepherd  on  the  mountain  shrills  his  pipe, 

Rejoicing,  as  he  tends  on  kid  or  fawn; 
And  o'er  the  wide  waves  mariners  fare  with  sails 
Well  spread  and  hollowed  well  by  undespiteful  gales. 

Now  to  the  cluster-laden  god  of  wine 

Glad  clamours  rise  from  swains,  upon  whose  locks 
Rich  blooms  of  many-berried  ivy  twine. 

Now  bees,  whose  birth  is  of  the  mouldering  ox — 
So  saith  the  legend — 'neath  their  straw-built  dome 

Ply  cunning  handiwork,  and  shape  amain 
Their  waxen  glory  of  fresh-molten  comb; 

Now  all  the  bird  clans  lift  a  clear-voiced  strain, 
At  sea  the  halcyon,  swallows  round  the  eaves. 
Swans  by  the  brook,  &  nightingales  amid  the  leaves. 

So  when  the  boughs  rejoice,  and  earth  is  bright 
With  blossoms;  when  the  shepherd  for  delight 

Pipes,  and  the  flocks  make  merry  all  day  long; 

When  sails  are  spreading,  when  the  wine-god's  song 
Sounds  for  the  dance;  when  every  winged  thing 
Makes  music,  and  the  bees  in  travail  cling:  — 
How  should  a  singer  sing  not  sweetly  in  the  spring? 
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AFAGIOY  SXOAASTIKOT 

EuSia  [Lev  ttovtoi;  TtopcpupsTai,"  ou  yap  ar)T7]<; 

xiipiaxa  XeuxaiVEi  cpptxl  /apaCTCTdjJieva' 
ouxETL  Ss  oTTiAaSeaai  TrspixXaaOstaa  SaXaoaa 

^(JLTraXiv  dvTcoTTOf;  Trp6<;  pdcOoi;  EicaysTa!.. 
oi  ^ecpupoi  TTVEiouCTiv,  ETTiTpuJ^ei  8e  /sXiSojv 

xap9EOi  xoXXy]T6v  tty]  ^a[jievY]  OocXaixov. 
6apc£t  vauT!,Xi7](;  lpt,7re'ipa[ze,  xav  Trapa  Supxiv, 

xav  irapa  S!.xeXixy;v  TrovTOTropyj?  xpoxaXv]v. 
pLoijvov  evoppLixao  rrapal  PtopLoiai  npi,r]7rou 

75  cxapov,  75  Pcoxaq  cpXe^ov  epeu0o^£voi)(;. 

X.  14 


AE^NIAOY 

'O  TiXoot;  oipcdoQ-  xal  yap  XaXayeuaa  ysXiScbv 

7]Sy]  [jLe[x[iXcoxEv,  /(I)  yap^EK;  Zetpupo?- 
Xei[i.cove(;  8'  dcvGeuat,  CT£aLy/]X£v  Se  OaXaaaa 

xu^xaai  xai,  xp-zj/eT  TTveufJiaxi.  PpaaoopLEvr;. 
ayxupa(;  avlXoio,  xal  exXuoato  yuaia, 

vauxtXc,  xal  tcXcooic;  rcaaav  l(pel<;  606vr)v. 
xauG'  6  ITpiYjTco?  eycbv  emxeXXofjiat,,  6  Xijjievixai;, 

a>v6paJ9',  oic,  ttXcooi?  TCOcaav  etc'  e(ji.Troptr)v. 

X.  1 
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SAILING  TIME 
Blue  is  the  noon-tide  sea:  no  ripples  grave 

The  level  and  no  whitening  billows  sweep, 
Nor  breakers  fall  crashing  on  cliff  and  cave 

To  roll  in  wild  recoil  back  to  the  deep: 
But  winds  blow  soft,  while  swallows  twittering 
round 

Build  nests  of  clay  straw-bonded  in  the  eaves. 
To  sea,  then,  cheerily,  though  for  Syrtis  bound 

Or  off  Sicilian  shores  your  vessel  heaves. 
Priapus  guards  your  haven :  in  return 
Wrasse  or  red  mullet  on  his  altar  burn. 


TO  SEA 
'Tis  time  to  sail.  The  swallows  twittering  shrill 

Are  on  the  wing,  while  gentle  zephyrs  play: 
Flowers  glitter  on  the  meads:  the  sea  is  still. 

And  tosses  waves  no  more  in  stormy  spray. 
Heave  up  the  anchor,  cast  your  moorings  free. 

Good  seaman,  and  spread  all  your  canvas  wide: 
Priapus,  your  port-warden,  bids  to  sea. 

And  wills  that  all  fair  traffic  you  betide. 
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MAPIANOT  2X0AASTIK0T 

elq  TrpoaoTsiov  o-\jo[ioiX,6\ivjo'^  "Epcoxa  ev '  Aaaaela. 

''H  xaXov  aXaoi;  "Epcoxoc;,  otcou  xaXa  SsvSpsa  rauTa 

7rp7]u<;  STiLTrvstcov  apL9iSov£i  Z£9upo(;' 
^/i  xal  spcnfjEK;  djiapucfoSTai  avOeat,  Xetpicov, 

TTOuXuv  LOCTT£9avcov  x6o[ji.ov  dcvsit;  xaXuxtov 
xal  yXu-xsoYJc;  TpLaroixof;  £Tre[xpaS6v  aXXot;  Itt'  (3cXXo> 

(xaCTTOt;  dvaOXtpEi.  /Eujaaxa  Na'CdSoi;' 
67r7T60i  S£vSp-/;£VTa  y^pwv  Tiapavvj/ETai  ~Ipic 

Xwpov,  'AfjiaSpudScov  £vSiov  dppoxofjttov, 
xal  Xt7tap7)(;  EuPoxpuv  dv'  opydSa  xap7r6?  eXaiT); 

0dXX£i  £piaTa9uXcov  7rdvT0(j£  GsiXotteScjv 
al  Se  TTEpi^  XaXayEUCTtv  dY]S6v£<;'  6q  8h  [izki'Zti 

dvTcpSov  T£TTi^  (pQiyyLatoq  dpfjioviav. 
dtXXd  Tov  dxX-/]"iCTTov  ottco^,  ^sve,  u,-/)  [jle  TcapEXSyic 

TovSe  Sofjtov,  XiT7)(;  S'  dvTiaaov  ^eviyji;. 

IX. 668 

MEAEATPOT 
'AvGoSiaiTE  (x£Xi,aCTa,  t[  (xoi  xP'^o?  'HXoScopac 

«[iau£t(;,  EXTTpoXtTCOua'  Eoapivai;  xdXuxac; 
r^  CTU  ye  (xt^vuek;  oti.  xai,  yXuxu  xai.  Su^utcoiotov 

7cixp6v  dcEt  xpaSia  x^vxpov  "Epcoxo?  ^Z^^S 
val  SoxEco,  xoux'  sXtcolc,'  lo),  9iX£paax£,  TraXiixTcouc 
aTelye-  rrdXai.  x-^v  cr/;v  ol'Sa[i,EV  dyysXirjv. 

V.  163 
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A  GROVE  BY  THE  RIVER  IRIS 
This  is  the  grove  of  Love,  whose  leafy  bowers 

Are  rustling  to  the  west-wind's  gentle  sound, 
Where  all  the  dewy  mead  is  set  with  flowers 

That  lift  their  azure  glory  from  the  ground. 
Here  from  three  ledges  on  the  hillock  springs 

A  brook  by  f  ountainnymphs  shot  down  the  glade, 
While  through  yon  copse  the  ancient  Iris  swings, 

And  soft-haired  wood-nymphs  court  the  noon- 
tide shade. 
Here  goodly  olives,  here  the  clusters  twine 

And  hang  their  fruit  above  the  sunny  floor; 
Around  to  warbling  nightingales  divine 

Cicalas  quire  and  answering  music  pour. 
Come,  traveller,  for  no  barrier  stays  you  here, 
Enter  my  home  and  share  my  lowly  cheer. 

TO  A  BEE 
0  feeder  on  sweet  flowers!  how  dost  thou  dare 
To  touch  the  body  of  my  lady  fair, 

Abandoning  the  petals  of  the  spring? 
Wouldst  thou  declare  she  beareth  in  her  heart 
The  bitter,  sweet,  intolerable  smart 

Love  left  there  when  he  planted  home  his  sting? 
Dear  friend  of  lovers,  get  thee  gone  again: 
This  is  thy  message,  but  it  comes  in  vain: 

We  know  of  old  the  tidings  thou  dost  bring. 


LOVE  OF  NATURE 


NIKIOY 

AloXov,  iyizpoQcc'kiQ  iccp  9a[voucja,  [JisXicaa 

ycopov  l(p'  YjSuTTVoov  TcwTtofjieva,  ^pya  tiSsctoo, 
ocppa  zebc,  ttXyjGt)  x7]po7Tayy]i;  SdcXajJiot;. 

IX.  564 


TTMNEQ 

"Opveov  &  Xapiaiv  (ji,e!jL£Xr)jji£vov,  w  Trapofjioiov 
cxXxuoaiv  Tov  gov  tpOoyyov  lotoadcpievov, 

7]pTrao9Y](;,  cpiXe  Xape'  oa  S'  -/^Gea,  xal  to  aov  -/jSu 
Tiveufxa  aio>7rY)pai  vuxtcx;  e)(ouat,v  oSoL 

VII.  199 


NIKIOT 

OuxsTt  Sy]  Tavu9uXXov  utt'  oprraxa  xXwv6?  ^Xt^Oeli; 

TEptJ;o[ji.*  dcTt^  paStvwv  906yyov  lel(;  TiTepuycov 
ytXpy.  yap  eli;  apaiav  TraiSoi;  Trecrov,  6q  [J.t  XaSpaico? 

[ji,ap4'ev  ^ttI  /Xcopcov  l:!^6[i.evov  ttetocXcov. 

VII.  200 
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AND  OF  ART 


BEES 

Come,  dusky  bees,  who  bring 
The  glamour  and  the  leafy  joy  of  spring, 
And  on  the  opening  flowers  are  maddening! 

Where  scented  gales  abound, 
There  hover  and  there  let  your  home  be  found. 
And  all  your  waxen  cells  with  honey  crowned. 


A  SEAMEW 
Beloved  of  all  the  Graces  all  thy  day's. 

Whose  voice  was  like  the  halcyon's  for  delight,. 
Thou  diest;  spirit  sweet  and  winning  ways 

Are  lost  amid  the  voiceless  paths  of  night. 


A  BALM-CRICKET 
No  more  upcurled  beneath  some  leafy  branch 

I  gladden  at  the  song  my  pinions  shower; 
On  me  a  child  his  evil  hand  did  launch 

And  crushed  me  in  the  petals  of  my  flower. 
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MEAEATPOT 
'Ayrjet?  tstti^  SpoaspaT?  CTTayoveoot  [xeSuaBsi?, 

aypovofjtav  [li^Tzzic,  jjioiiaxv  IpTQjxoXaXov. 
axpa  S'  £9e^6u.evoi;  tiztolKoic,  TrptovcoSeot,  xcoXotq 

xlOion  xXtxJ^eii;  XP'^'^^  [xeXtapLa  Xiipat;. 
dXXdc,  olXoc,  9627700  Ti  v£ov  SevSpcoSeat,  Nu[jicpai.c 

Tuaiyvtov,  avrtoSov  Ilavl  xpsxcov  xsXaSov, 
69pa  9'JYwv  tov  "Eptora,  pL£07][ippiv6v  uttvov  aypeuoto 

sv6xS'  UTTO  ayj.zpf,  xexXi^lvoi;  -XaTavw. 

VII.  196 


MEAEAFPOr 
'G^ul^oaL  xcovcoTreq,  avaiSsec,  ai'[i.aTO(;  avSpcov 

ari9cov£-,  vuxt6?  xvcoSaXa  SiTiTspuya, 
Paiov  Zr,vo9iXav,  XtTO|/ai,,  TiapeG'  t^ctu^ov  uttvov 

£'j8c!.v,  Td[jia  S'  ISou  crapxo9ayeiTE  [a^Xtq. 
xaiTOi  rpo^  Ti  pt,dTY)v  auSco;  xal  Ovipef;  icTeyxToi 

TeprovTai  Tpu9epa>  XP'^'^''  x'^"'°"''^op''^"^*^'- 
dXX'  en  vuv  TrpoXeyo),  xaxd  0p£jjL[i,aTa,  XTjyeTe  t6X|jl-/)i;, 

r,  yvcoasaOs  yspdv  J^rjXoTUTCOJV  Suvajjitv. 

V.  151 


AND  OF  ART 

THE  CICALA 
Loud-tongued  cicala,  drunken  deep  with  drops  of 
morning  dew, 
Who   warblest   in   the   wilderness   thy   lonely- 
woodland  strain. 
Perching  thy  jagged  limbs  upon  some  flower  that 
blossoms  new, 
Sun-sabled  singer,  sounding  loud  thy  musical 
refrain! 
O  touch  some  unfamiliar  note  for  forest-fairies' 
boon. 
And  ring  aloud  thy  song  to  echo  piping  Pan 
again. 
So  shall  I  shun  the  hunter  Love,  and  snare  a  sleep 
at  noon. 
Laying  my  limbs  to  dream  awhile  beneath  this 
shady  plane. 

GNATS 
Shrill  piping  gnats,  who  drain  the  blood  of  men. 

You  heartless  monsters  winging  through  the  night; 
O  yield  my  love  some  space  for  sleep,  and  then 

Upon  my  limbs  to  take  your  fill  alight. 
Words,  idle  words!  The  fiends  no  mercy  bear. 

But  revel  gloating  on  her  dainty  cheek. 
Yet  now  I  warn  you,  evil  pests,  beware! 

Or  learn  what  vengeance  jealous  hands  can  wreak. 


LOVE  OF  NATURE 

MEAEArPOY 
U-ociTjC,  (j,ot  xcovcoij;  xaxu?  ci.yyz'koQ,  ouaat  S'  dcxpoL? 

ZY]vo9iXai;  tj^auaai;  Trpo<;ij;i.0upL^s  tocSs" 
"AypuTTVoc;  (xifjivst  as*  ou  S'  to  XyjOapys  qpLXouvxcov 

euSstf;.  cla,  ttstsu"  vat,  9LX6jjt.oua£,  tjstsu" 
Tja'j^a  8t  (pQly^ai,  [xr]  xat  auyxoiTov  eYeipa(; 

xLVYjCT'/]!;  Itt'  spLot  ^T^koTUTZODq  oSuvat;. 
YJv  S'  dyay^i;  t/)v  TraiSa,  Sopat^  CTStj'"  cte  Xsovto?, 

xajvco^];,  >tal  Scoctco  /sipl  9£pet.v  porcaXov. 

V.  152 
AEQNIAOT 

$£uy£0'  U7c'  sx  xaXupy)?,  oxoxtoi  [i\)zq'  outi  ttevi/py) 

(jLui;  oiTTUT)  pdcjxsiv  olSe  AscovtSeco. 
auTapxTQi;  6  TrpeoPu?  sj^wv  aXa  xal  Suo  xpt[jiva" 

£x  Trarspoiv  rauxr^v  fjveaajJLev  [3ioxy)v. 
xw  XI  (xexaXXeuet?  xouxov  [inyo^,  &  <pi,X6Xt)(ve, 

o'jS'  (xttoSsituviSlou  ytu6[LVJOC,  axupdcXou; 
OTTSuScov  el<;  aXXouq  otxou<;  I'Gf  xd[xa  Se  Xixa" 

oJv  ocTuo  7rXeioxepY]v  otaeai  dpjxaXirjv. 

VI.  302 
APISTaNGS 

^Q  [i^tQ,  el  [jLev  ett*  apxov  eX-^Xu0ax',  hq  (jlu^ov  aXXov 
oxei^ex',  (etceI  Xix-^iv  olxsopLEv  xaXu^/jv) 

ou  xal  TTtova  xup6v  dTroSps^^EaOE,  xal  aur)v 
ioyxScc,  xal  Seittvov  au/vov  octto  axu^dXcav. 

eI  8'  Ev  £[i,aT(;  [it^XoiaL  TudXiv  xaxa9y)^Ex'  oSovxa, 
xXaua£c9',  oux  dyaOov  xoifjiov  ETTEpxoti.EVO'" 

VI.  303 
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AND  OF  ART 

TO  A  GNAT 
Fly  swiftly,  fly,  and  gently  brush  her  ear, 

And  murmur  low  the  message  that  I  send: 
'O  careless  of  thy  lovers!  sleepest  here? 

He  waits  thee  sleepless.'  Wend,  O  singer,  wend, 
And  speak  thou  softly,  lest  her  lord  be  near, 

And  come  with  jealous  wrath  on  me  to  spend. 
Bring  her:  a  lion's  hide  shall  dress  thee,  dear, 

And  for  thy  hand  a  cudgel  will  I  lend! 

MICE 
Out  of  my  hut,  ye  mice!  My  jar  of  meal 

Is  all  too  scant  to  keep  alive  a  mouse. 
I,  like  my  sires  before  me,  find  my  weal 

Upon  two  crusts  and  salt  within  the  house. 
What  look  you  for,  you  glutton,  in  this  cot? 

No  scraps  from  dinner  here  to  suit  your  mood: 
Run  to  some  other  house — poor  is  my  lot — 

And  find  a  greater  plenty  there  of  food. 

MICE  AND  BOOKS 
Mice!  if  you  come  for  bread,  I  pray  you  please 

Depart  and  quit  this  humble  cot  of  mine: 
For  elsewhere  you  may  nibble  figs  and  cheese 

And  on  the  leavings  of  the  table  dine. 
But  if  you  set  your  teeth  upon  my  books. 
Your  feast  will  prove  less  merry  than  it  looks. 
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LOVE  OF  NATURE 

AAHAON 

Aetitov  ucp"ir)va(X£va  paSivoit;  utto  Tioaalv  apaxva 

TETTiya  ay.olia.ic,  evSexov  el/s  Trayatt;. 
aXX'  ou  jjiav  XeTiTaiaiv  eTiaia^ovxa  TToSioxpaic; 

Tov  cpiXaoiSov  ISwv  TialSa  Tcap£Tp6)(acra' 
Xijaa?  S'  Ix  Ppo/iScov  aTrexou9iCTa,  xal  t68'  eXe^a' 

atoCou  aouoeifp  90erYY6fjt.evo^  xeXdcSw. 

IX.  372 
AAHAON 
Titct'  Efjie  TOV  cpiXEpYjtiov  avaiSci  Ttoifi-evei;  aypiQ 

TETTtya  SpoCTcpcov  eXxex'  an  dxp£[x6vcov, 
T-/]v  NufjLcpecov  TrapoSiTLv  d7]S6va,  xr,pi.aTL  (xeooco 

oiipEoi  xai  axtepaiq  ^ouBd  XaXeuvra  vaTrai?; 
rjviSE  xal  x[}(X7]v  xal  x6oau9ov,  yjvlSe  T6CTaou(; 

ij^apai;,  dpoupaiTji;  apTiayai;  £U7T;opLY](;. 
xaprrcov  8-/]X7]-rY)pai;  eXeIv  0£(xi(;-  oXXut'  exeIvou^* 

9uXXcov  xal  ylozpr^q  ric,  906vo(;  ecttI  8p6(jou; 

IX. 373 
AEflNIAA 
Ou  [x6vov  u^'T'iXoic;  im  SivSpsoiv  olSa  xaOi^tov 

(xelSeTv,  J^aBEpEi  xau[i.aTt,  8aXTr6tJi.EVO£;, 
Tipoixioi;  dvGpcoTcoiat,  xEXEuOY)Tr)ai,v  doiS6(;, 

6-/]X£iy](;  Spo-^<;  ix[xdSa  ysuofXEVo?- 
dXXd  xal  EU7Tr)X-/]xo?  'A6ir]valy)<;  etiI  Soupl 

t6v  TETTiy'  6<\)-f]  \i  ,  w  "vEp,  k.(^e^6y.zvov. 
Sctoov  ydp  Mouaait;  ^aT£py^£0a,  xoocrov  'AGtqvy) 

i^  y](jl£<ov  rj  ydp  7rap0£vo(;  auXoGsTst. 

VI.  120 
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AND  OF  ART 

CICALA  AND  SPIDER 
A  wee  cicala,  meshed  in  woven  thread, 

Beneath  a  spider's  tightened  claws  did  quake, 
I  heard  the  child  of  song  in  evil  stead 

Ctj  from  the  slender  chains  he  fain  would  break: 
So  did  I  loose  him  from  the  snare,  and  said — 

'I  save  thee  for  thy  fairy  music's  sake.' 

A  CICALA'S  REMONSTRANCE 
Why  from  the  dewy  boughs,  thou  shepherd  loon, 

Wilt  tear  me? — me  who  love  far  forest  dens, 
A  wayside  nightingale  who  sings  at  noon, 

A  golden  song  'mid  rocks  and  shady  glens. 
Blackbird  and  thrush  and  clouds  of  starlings  shoot 

Devouring  bills  upon  yourwealth  of  sheaves; 
Seize  them,  and  slay  the  stealers  of  your  fruit:  — 

What  harm  in  taking  tender  dew  and  leaves? 

CICALA 
Not  only  on  the  tree-tops  can  I  sing, 

Sunning  myself  in  scorching  summer  heat, 
Warbling  to  men  upon  their  wayfaring 

And  taking  dainty  dewdrops  for  my  meat: 
But  you  may  view  me  perched  upon  the  spear 
Which  helmed  Athene  carries:  for  the  maid 
I  love,  even  as  the  Muses  hold  me  dear, — 
And  her  own  music  on  the  pipe  is  played. 
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MEAEArPOT 

'Ay.pic„  sfxcbv  6ma.Ti]\ici.  ttoOcov,  TrapafiuOtov  uttvou, 

axpii;,  apoupaiTj  Mouaa,  XtyuTTTspuye, 
auTocpuEf;  [).i[iri[t.0L  Xupa?,  xpsxe  (loi  ti  tcoOelvov, 

eyxpououoa  cpiXoti;  Tioaai  XdXouq  nripuyaq, 
IOC,  [i,e  TTOvcov  puaaio  TravocypuTCVoio  ^eptfiV7)(;, 

axpi,  ti.tTcooati.sv-/]  cpOoyyov  eptoTOTrXavov. 
Stopa  Se  CTOi.  yTjxeiov  dsi.6aXe<;  opOpivd  Scoao), 

xal  8poaepd(;  aTOfxaai  CT/tCo[i.evat;  i];axdSai;. 

VII.  195 


APISTOAIKOT  POAIOT 

Ouxixi  Sr)  OS  Xiyeia  xax'  dcpveov  '  AXxiSoi;  olxov, 

dcxpi,  [izXiC,o\Liv(xv  6<\)ZTai  'AeXtoc' 
•oSv)  ydp  XEi[i,cova(;  ettI  KXu[i,£vou  TreTroTrjcrai, 

xal  Spoaspd  -/puo^a?  dv9ea  IlEpCTScpovat;. 

VII.  189 


MNALAAKOT 

OuxsTi  Sv]  TCTEpuyeCTOi  XiyucpOoyyoiaiv  aziczic,, 

axpi,  xax'  EuxdpTTOuq  auXaxat;  sJ^ofxsva, 

OuSe  fXE  X£XXl[i.£VOV  CTXl£pY]V  UTTO  CpuXXdSa  TSp^'EI'!;, 

^ou0av  EX  TTTspuycov  ■y]Su  xp^xouaa  \i£koq. 

VII.  192 
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AND  OF  ART 

TO  A  BALM-CRICKET 
Soother  of  sleep,  beguiler  of  love's  pain, 

Queen-singer  in  the  field  of  all  that  sings, 
Thou  harp  of  nature!  strike  some  lovely  strain, 

Touching  with  tender  feet  thy  tuneful  wings. 
0  save  me  from  my  sorrow's  sleeplessness; 

Weave  webs  of  song  to  lead  my  love  astray: 
At  dawn  thy  guerdon  shall  be  sweetest  cress. 

And  on  thy  lips  dew  showered  in  cloven  spray! 


ON  A  BALM-CRICKET 
Within  the  palace  walls  thy  shrill  sweet  tone 

No  more  shall  sound,  nor  sun  upon  thee  shine. 
To  Clymenus'  far  meadows  art  thou  flown, 

And  dewy  flowers  of  golden  Proserpine. 


ON  A  BALM-CRICKET 
No  more  among  the  furrows  and  the  sheaves 

With  merry  tuneful  pinion  shalt  thou  sing, 
Nor  gladden  me,  beneath  my  bower  of  leaves, 

With  music  beaten  from  thy  golden  wing. 
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LOVE  OF  NATURE 

ANTinATPOY  OESSAAONIKEiil 
Kuy.y.-'-x  y.y.i  Tzrjyz  [J-s  xXuScov  k-l  yspcov  sctj'.zv 

SsX'y'iva,  i,£>.vo'.z  xoivov  opaaa  -zuyr^z. 
ouX  e-l  ii,sv  Y^^^'l?  £/-£tf)  ~OTZoq-  oi  vac  ISovts:: 

£U66  [JL£  TrpOC  TiJlJ-^OUt;  SCTEOOV  E'JCTEfiii;. 

7]  Se  TSKOUCTa  GaXacoa  SicoXsos'  tis;  rrapi  Tcovrto 
TTiGTic,  o?  ouS'  iSir,c  9£iCTaTo  cuvTpoocr,?: 

VI 1.  IMS 
APXIOT 
O'jx.ET!,  ra9Xa^ovTa  Siaicccov  [i'jOov  aXar,;, 

SsXcpic,  TUTOi'/jCTEi!;  s'lvaXitov  aysXa?, 
ouSs  -oXuTpvjTOio  ^Lzkoq  xaXa[xoLO  /opi'jcov 

uypov  avap pL'jisi?  aXpia  Trapa  a>cacptciv. 
ouSs  CT'j  v',  a9p-/)OTa,  N-/;pr/fSac  wc  —plv  astptov 

vcoToic  TTopOueoCTEi!;  T-/;8ijoc  sli;  rspaTa. 
y;  yap  icov  7rp7;cov',  MaXsir,;,  oi^  sy.'jx.rjS-/;, 
xu[jLa  *  -oXuOa[jLao'jc  cbCTsv  etti  -iiaraaOout;. 

VII.  214 
MAPKOT  APTENTAPIOr 

Mr/XSTL  vijV  IjLlVUpUE  TTapa  Sp'j'f ,  [jLrjXET',  GOjVS'. 

xXcovo?  err'  axpoTocTO'j,  xoctguoe,  y.zy.'f.<.\xzv'jz. 

E/OpOV  OOl  ToSe  SsvSpOV  ETTEIVEO  S' ,  a^JLTCEXo;  EvH-/. 

ocvteXXei  yXauxcov  ctuctxioc  ex.  -etxXcoV 
x.Eiv/;?  Tapaov  spEiaov  srl  x.XaSov,  a;jL9'.  t'  sxEivr 

ixeXtte  Xiyuv  Tipo/Ecov  EX  CTTOfiaTcov  xiXxSov. 
8pu?  yap  ett'  opviOsCTai  ospEi  tov  avapciov  t^ov. 

a  Se  [ioTpuv  CTTspyEi  S'  uijivorcoXouc  Bpou.ii'iC. 

i\.87 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  DOLPHIN'S  DEATH 
Upon  the  shore  by  stormy  billows  thrust, 

I  lay  for  strangers  to  behold  and  moan. 
For  on  the  land  is  pity:  they  were  just 

Who  found  and  crowned  &  gave  me  burial  stone. 
My  mother  sea  hath  slain  me:  put  no  trust 

Henceforth  in  her  who  spareth  not  her  own. 

A  STRANDED  DOLPHIN 
No  more  to  plunge  through  depths  of  bubbling  sea^ 

Startling  the  finny  shoals  that  downward  float, 
Nor  gambol  to  the  reed-pipe's  melody, 

Breaking  the  billows  round  the  fisher's  boat! 
Child  of  the  foam!  fair  mermaids  clinging  close 

Shall  cross  on  thee  to  ocean's  end  no  more: 
Huge  as  the  Southern  Cape  a  wave  arose, 

And  hurled  thee  high  upon  the  sandy  shore. 

TO  A  BLACKBIRD 
Warble  no  more,  O  blackbird,  on  the  oak. 

Perching  and  singing  'mid  the  topmost  leaves. 
Haste  from  thy  foe  with  speedy  pinion-stroke, 

Fly,  where  the  vine  its  bower  of  shadow  weaves. 
There  rest  thy  wing,  and  let  thy  music  flow 

In  shrilly  numbers,  free  from  fear  of  wrong. 
There,  'stead  of  bird-bewraying  mistletoe. 

Grapes  cluster:  — and  the  god  of  wine  loves  song. 
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LOVE  OF  NATURE 

ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOT 

'O  TTplv  syw  xal  ^ripa,  xal  apTraxxstpav  epuxcov 

cTTEpfxaTot;,  u4^L7T£T7i  BiOTOviav  yepavov, 
pivou  5(£p[xaaTyipo(;  euCTTpo9a  xwXa  TiTatvcov, 

'  AXx[.[i.EVir](;,  TCxavwv  elpyov  octccoGe  vecpoi;. 
xdc^s  tk;  ouT'/jTeipa  Trapa  aqsupa  Sn|(a(;  S^iSva 

aapxl  Tov  ex  yevucov  Tiixpov  evsiaa  /oXov 
TjeXiou  )(Y]p(OCTev  I'S'  cb<;  to  xar'  alOepa  Xsuctctcov 

TOUV  TTOclv  OUX  ISa7)V  TCT^fjia  xuXivS6[i,£vov. 

VII.  172 

APXIOT 

'A  Tiapoi;  dvTi98oyyov  dcTroxXdcy^aaa  vopieuai 
TToXXdcxi,  xal  SpuTopLoit;  xiaoa  xal  lx9uP<i^o'-?) 

TcoXXaxi,  Se  xpe^aoa  7roXu0poov,  ola  xii;  a:/"' 
xspTOfjiov  dvTcpSoti;  /siXectiv  dp[xoviav, 

vOv  sit;  yav  ayXwaaot;  dvaiiS'/jro^  re  TCSdOUoa 
xeifjiai,  [xi[jiY]Tdv  ^aXov  dv7]va[X£va. 

vii.  191 

SIMMIOT 

Ouxst'  dv'  uXyjev  Spio?  euaxiov,  dypdra  Tt^pSi^, 
■^/jjsoCTav  trjf;  y^pov  dcTto  oTOfjLaTOJV, 

67)pEucov  PaXbu<;  ouvojjLyjXixat;  ev  voiJiip  GXtj?" 
^](eo  ydp  Tru[jLdTav  zlc,  'Ay^ipo'^zoQ  6S6v. 

VII.  203 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  BIRD-SCARER 
The  starlings  and  the  lofty-flying  cranes, 

Those  robbers  of  the  seed,  I  kept  at  bay, 
Whirling  my  stone-sling  by  its  lissome  reins. 

And  clouds  of  winged  things  I  chased  away. 
But  at  my  heel  a  snake  rose  unaware 

And  smote  its  venom  through  me  till  I  died. 
So  while  I  fixed  my  gaze  aloft  in  air, 

I  missed  the  fell  bane  coiling  at  my  side. 


A  JAY 
The  jay  that  often  shrilled  its  answering  note 

To  shepherds,  woodmen,  and  to  fisherfolk. 
Or  blent  all  echoes  in  his  swelling  throat 

And  into  wildly  mocking  music  broke, 
Now  tongueless  , voiceless,  lies  upon  the  ground, 
And  recks  no  more  to  render  sound  for  sound. 


A  PARTRIDGE 
No  more,  wild  partridge,  through  the  woodland 
shade 
Your  chirp  will  echo  while  you  follow  on 
Chasing  your  speckled  mates  across  the  glade: 
Your  last  long  path  is  trodden — you  are  gone. 


185 


LOVE  OF    NATURE 

ArAGIGT  SXOAASTIKOY 

Oux^Ti  Tcou  TX7i[i.ov,  CTxoTreXtov  |i,£TavaaTpt,a  TrepSi.^, 

7rX£XT6(;  IzTzzcckioiiq  olycoc,  iyzi.  az  Xuyoti;, 
ouS'  UTTO  [xapfxapuyfj  Qoc\zp6i-n:i8oc,  'Hpiyevstir]? 

iSxpa  TrapatGucCTEK;  OaXirofjilvcov  TCTspuywv. 
OYjv  x£9aX7]v  aiXoupot;  aTrsOpios'  zcxXky.  Ss  TravTct 

YJpTcaaa,  xai  cp6ov£pY)v  oux  exopsaoe  ysvuv. 
vuv  Si  ae  (jly)  xou9'if)  xpur^Toi  xovii;,  aXXa  Papeia, 

(xr)  TO  TEOv  xetvr)  XEi<j>avov  e^spuaTj. 

VII.  204 

AAESnOTON 
Faia  cpiXyj,  tov  TrpecPuv  'Ajjiuvti/ov  evSeo  xoXttoi?, 

TCoXXwv  [jLvr)aa[i.£VY]  tcov  Irl  aol  xapLaxtov. 
be,  yap  del  rrpEiJLvov  aoi  dveaT'/jpi^EV  EXai7)(;, 

TroXXdxt.  xat  Bpo[ji.iou  xXr)[JLacriv  vjyXd'ioev, 
xai  AvjoGi;  etcXtjoe,  xai  liSaTO?  a'liXaxaq  ^Xxtov 

BTJxe  [JLEV  £uXdx°''^'^^>  Q'^i^^^  §'  67roipo96pov. 
Av6'  (bv  au  7ipy]Eia  xaxd  xpozoa^fou  TroXtoio 

xEtoo,  xat  Eiaptva:;  dcv6oxo[JiEt  [iordva?. 

VII.  321 

AAHAON 

Tb  p6Sov  ax^a^et  patov  /povov  yjv  8e  TuapeXOr], 
t^yjTcov  EupTjCTEit;  o'j  poSov,  aXXa  pdxov. 

XI.  53 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  TAME  PARTRIDGE 
No  more  my  partridge,  from  the  mountain  won, 

Within  his  wattled  wicker  cage  is  seen, 
Nor  at  the  dawn  beneath  the  shimmering  sun 

The  feathers  of  his  warming  wing  doth  preen. 
His  head  a  cat  took:  but  I  seized  the  rest. 

Baulking  her  malice  of  the  feast  she  found. 
Now  heavy  lie  the  earth  upon  you  pressed, 

Or  she  will  tear  your  body  from  the  ground. 


AMYNTICHUS    THE  GARDENER 
Take  to  thy  heart,  dear  Earth,  this  ancient  wight, 

Remembering  his  ceaseless  toil  on  thee: 
How  oft  he  set  thee  olive  stems  aright, 

Or  decked  thee  with  vine-branches  merrily, 
Or  filled  with  corn,  and  water-runnels  led 

To  make  thee  rich  in  garden  plants  and  fruit. 
So  lie  thou  kindly  on  his  hoary  head. 

And  let  spring  blossoms  round  about  him  shoot. 

THE  ROSE 
The  rose  has  but  a  little  while  to  flower: 

It  passes  in  an  hour: 
And  looking  for  it  you  will  search  in  vain, 

Where  only  thorns  remain. 
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nAAAAAA 

"Oyyt],  yeipbq  l[i,riQ  yXuxspot;  tzovoc,,  fj  (x^v  ecp'  uypco 
(pXoiqj  cpuXXov  eSyjoa  Sepsi"  TrxopGof;  8'  stcI  SsvSpco 
pt^coOei^  SsvSpoio  TOfXYJ  xai,  xapTTOv  a(X£i.(|j£v. 
vspOs  [i,£v  axpat;  ct'  ^otiv,  uTTEpGs  S'  dtp'  zutz^ooc,  6/vtq. 

IX.  5 


ANTIOIAOT  BTZANTIOT 

KXwve?  dcTCTjopiot.  Tavavji;  8pu6^,  euaxiov  u^ioc; 

dvSpdcaiv  axpr^Tov  xau(j,a  cpuXaoaofxevott;, 
suTTSTocXo!,,  xspajjLwv  OTeyavwrEpoi,  olxia  9aTTcov, 

oixia  TexTiywv,  evSioi  axpejjLovet;, 
xr^yik  rov  ujjLSTspaiaiv  uTroxXtvOcvTa  x6[i,atotv 

puaaoO',  dxxivtov  tjeXiou  cpuydSa. 

IX.  71 


ANTIOIAOY  BTZANTIOT 

EuPo'ixou  xoXttoio  TraXivSivv^TE  BdXaCTCja, 
TiXayxTov  viScop,  ISiok;  psufjiaaiv  dvTirraXov, 

TjtXioi  xr)v  vuxTt  TExayfjisvov  e?  Tpit;,  ocTricTov, 
vauolv  oaov  niiL-Kziq  '/_z\J[iOL  SavELJ^6[jLevov. 

0au(j,a  piou,  6a(i,pco  os  to  [xupiov,  ou8e  [zaxeuco 
cy)v  axdccTtv  dppyjxco  xauxa  \ii[iy]'kt  9uoei. 

IX.  73 
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AND  OF  ART 


PEAR  TREE 
Pear  tree,  the  cherished  outcome  of  my  care, 
The  shoot  I  summer-grafted,  which  took  root 
Upon  the  stock,  whichpruning  changed  to  fruit- 
Wild  wood  below,  above  a  scented  pear. 


SUN  AND  SHADE 
Oak,  with  your  waving  branches  making  shade 

Aloft  for  all  who  shun  the  scorching  heat. 
Your  thick-leaved  sprays  closer  than  tiling  laid. 

The  home  where  ringdoves  and  cicalas  meet: 
Let  me  beneath  your  foliage  lie  to  share 
Its  boon,  and  save  me  from  the  noontide  glare. 


IN  THE  STRAITS 
Sea-strait  of  changing  billows  backward  rolled! 

Whose  wandering  waters  toss  with  warring  tides , 
Whose  destined  tale  thrice  day  and  night  is  told. 

Whose  borrowed  floods  a  vessel  scarce  abides; 
I  marvel  at  thy  wonders  thousand-fold, 

The  mystic  spell  that  searchless  nature  hides. 
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nAATJ^lNOS 
SiydcTto  Xaaiov  SpuaScov  IzTZOLq,  o'tl  x'  octto  Trsxpai; 

xpouvoi,  xal  ^^'t]xh  '!^o\j'X\)[j.iyriq  ToxaScov, 
auToc;  ETiel  oupiyyi  [xeXiaSeTat.  suxeXaSco  Ilav, 

uypov  lel?  (^suxTcov  -/£'lAo(;  urcsp  xaAaacov 

al  8e  TTspt,^  OaXEpoiai  j^opov  Tioalv  sCTT-/]aavTO 

'TSpiaSsi;  N\j[jL9ai,  Nu[i.?°'^  'AjJiaSpudSec;. 

IX.  823 


nTOAEMAIOY 
018'  oTi  OvaTOi;  lyco  xal  £9a[jL£pot;-  aXX'  oxav  aoTpwv 

[jiaCTTeuw  TTUxivai;  a(icpiSp6(jt.oug  '£Xiy.oi.(;, 

ouxet'  ETTuJ^auoi  yai-^?  ttooiv,  txXXa  Trap'  aurw 

Zavl  9eoTpo9i-r]i;  m[LTz7.0!.[ji.(x.i  ayL^poairic,. 

IX. 577 


POYOINOT 
Iloij  vuv  Ilpa.E,i-il-ric,;  ttou  S'  al  X^P^?  ^^'^  HoXuxXeitou 

aiJTaii;  TrpooOe  ziyyoLiq  :rv£U[j,a  )(apit^6[jLEvai; 
Tii;  7rXoxa[i,ou(;  MsXitTjc;  eucoSea?,  /)  TTDpoevxa 
ojjLfxaTa,  xal  Setpviq  9£yyo!;  aTroTuXaaETai.; 
TTO'j  — Aaarai;  tiO'j  S'  sial  XlSo^ooi;  ^TrpeTTe  xoi'f) 
[jt.op9rj  V7]0v  £/£iv,  Oiq  [xaxdcpwv  ^oavto. 

V.  15 
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AND  OF   ART 

PAN  PIPING 
Be  still,  ye  wooded  cliffs  and  waterfalls 

And  mingled  bleatings  from  the  murmuring 
meads! 
For  Pan  with  sweetly  ringing  music  calls, 
Laying  his  lip  on  pipe  of  bounden  reeds: 
And  round  him,  dancing  swift  with  glimmering  feet, 
Nymphs  of  the  forest  and  the  fountain  meet. 


THE   ASTRONOMER'S  VISION 
I  know  that  death  must  end  my  little  day; 

Yet  when  mine  eyes  the  mazy  heavens  do  scan 
Wherein  the  stars  revolving  wind  their  way, 
My  feet  are  lifted  from  the  earth  they  trod; 

I  rise,  and  rest  beyond  the  realm  of  man. 
Filled  with  the  everlasting  food  of  God. 


ART  AND  NATURE 
No  Polycleitus  or  Praxiteles 

Is  left  with  life  and  soul  his  work  to  deck. 
Who  Melita's  scented  locks  could  shape?  or  seize 

That  flash  of  eye,  that  light  upon  her  neck? 
Her  form — beyond  all  sculpture — needs  a  shrine 
To  stand  in,  carved  by  chisel  all  divine. 
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lOTAIANOT  dcTTo  YnATQN  AirTHTOT 

AuT-^v  ©ELoSoTYjv  6  ^(x>Ypoc(poc..  cclQz  Sk  Tzyyriq 
■/][L^pOTe,  y.ou.  Xri8-/]v  Scoxsv  6Supo[ji.£voLi;. 

VII.  565 

MAKHAONIOT  THATOT 

Tv]v  Nt6(3v]v  xXaiouoav  IScov  ttote  PouxoXo?  dvY]p 
0a[j.pEEv,  el  XciPetv  Sdcxpuov  olSe  XiGoi;. 

auTocp  en.£  oTEvaxovTa  t6ct-/5(;  xara  vuxt6<;  6^ixX7)v 
£jjL7TV00(;  Eut7rTr7)(;  oux  sXsaipe  XiSoi;. 

aiT!,0(;  dcfjicpoT^poLotv  epcoi;  o/ett^yoi;  avi7)(;, 
xyj  NioPt)  rexecov,  aurap  sfjLol  uaG^tov. 

V.  229 

lOTAIANOT  dcTco  THATJ^N  AIFTHTOT 
'Ev  [iot  TaS'  IfJiaxovTO  Ouoii;  xai  Tcorvta  Tsx'^'^' 

d[jL90Tepat,(;  Se  Mupcov  laov  oTtaacs  yspa*;' 
SepxopievoK;  [ihv  ydp,  0'jolo<;  xpdcTo?  yjpTtacs  Teyva" 
aurdp  e9a7rTO[i,Evoi(;  V)  Ouctic;  eoxl  Ouait;. 

IX.  738 


ANTinATPOT 
'A  SafxaXi?,  8ox£to,  (jiuxTjcreTai-  yjv  Ss  PpaSOvy), 
XcOMoq  b  (xr)  voewv  aixLOf;,  ouyl  Mupcov. 

IX.  728 
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AND  OF   ART 

A  PORTRAIT 
Her  portrait  to  the  life  he  limned — too  deft. 

O  would  his  art 

Had  missed  its  part, 
And  mourners  of  remembrance  had  bereft. 

A  STATUE  OF  NIOBE 
A  yokel  saw  a  weeping  Niobe, 

And  wondered  if  stone  statues  could  shed  tears. 
My  lady,  made  of  stone,  is  dead  to  me: 

My  sighs  through  darkest  night  she  never  hears. 
As  Niobe  mourns  her  children,  I  my  pain. 
Love  is  the  fount  of  sorrow  for  the  twain. 


BRONZE  BULL 
In  this  bull  nature  strives  with  sovran  art. 
But  Myron  gives  to  each  an  equal  part. 
The  eye  says  nature's  force  is  caught  by  skill: 
The  touch  proclaims  nature  is  nature  still. 


A  FAWN 
The  fawn  will  bleat, — or  if  its  utterance  halt, 
The  senseless  bronze,  not  Myron,  is  at  fault. 
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MAKHAONIOY  YnATOT 

T6v  xuva  Tov  Tzdoric,  xparep^i;  emtSfiova  9r)pY]^, 

i^eaz  [xsv  Aeuxtov,  avGero  S'  'AXxi^evrji;. 
'AXxLpL£vy](;  S'  ou/  eupE  xi  [i.eji.t{jeTat,"  wc;  S'  I'S'  6[jt.o(-/]v 

xXoiov  £X"'^»  ^s^a?  ^"kQz,  Xeycov  Aeuxfovi  xeXeiietv 
TGJ  xuvl  xal  Paiveiv  ttsiOe  yap  ax;  uXatov. 

VI.  175 

AAESnOTON 

"EXOsre  Tipcx;  T£[7.£V0(;  yXauKa)Tri.So(;  ayXaov  "Hpy)(;, 
AeapiSet;,  a^pa  tcoScov  Pr)[xa0'  £Xi,a(T6[jLevai, 

2v0a  xaX6v  axYjaaaOe  Oeyi  /opov  u(jt[i.t  8'  (XTrdcp^ei 
Sa7r9w  xpuoEt'/jv  yepalv  e)(ouoa  Xup7]v. 

6xptat  6px'/)0[J-ou  TTOAuy/]0Eo<;"  9)  yXuxuv  ufjivov 
el(;atetv  auTTJf;  Sonets  KaXXioKY]!;. 

IX.  189 

AAESnOTON 

£1!;  TOV  9apov  'AX£^av8pEfa(; 
Ilupyof;  lyo)  vaux-fjaiv  dXcoo(i.£vot.CTLV  dpTjywv 
eijjit,  rioCTEiSatovot;  d7rEv0£a  TTupaiv  dvaTTXcov, 
xai  [XE  TTEOEiv  (jieXXovxa  papuySouTTOioiv  drjxaii; 
CTXvioEV  loit;  xa[J.dxoi(; '  A[L[i<i>vioq,  6?  PaaiXTJot; 
iaxl  TraxYjp"  xeLvco  Se  [xex'  dcypta  xujxaxa  vauxai 
Xeipaq  dcEpxd^ouatv,  octe  xXuxtji  'Evvoaiyat({). 

IX.  674 
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AND  OF  ART 

A  HOUND  IN  BRONZE 
This  hound,  who  kenned  all  noble  hunting  law, 

Alcimenes  here  offered,  Leucon  cast. 
Alcimenes  found  no  blemish,  when  he  saw 

The  likeness  in  perfection  unsurpassed, 
But  took  a  leash,  and  cried  to  Leucon,  'Hark! 
Tell  him  to  move:  in  faith,  I  heard  him  bark.' 


SAPPHO'S  LUTE 
Come,  maids  of  Lesbos,  to  the  glorious  shrine, 

Trip  dainty  measures  with  your  glimmering  feet 
And  set  the  dance  for  Here  the  divine, 

While  Sappho  with  her  viol  strikes  the  beat. 
O  for  that  joyous  dancing!  you  shall  fain 
Deem  that  Calliope  doth  hymn  the  strain. 


THE  GREAT  LIGHTHOUSE  AT  ALEXANDRIA 
A  tower  of  help  for  mariners  on  the  main. 

Flashing  my  safety  beacon  through  the  night, 
I  tottered  in  the  thundering  hurricane, 

Until  Ammonius'  toil  renewed  my  might. 
The  wild  waves  past,  to  him,  upon  the  land, 
As  to  the  great  Earthshaker,  sailors  lift  the  hand. 
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AAHAON 

AuTw  cTol  Tzpbc,  "OXufjiTTOv  s^taxuvavTo  xoXooaov 

TovSe  'PoSou  vasxai  AcopiSoc;,  'Ailiz, 
yjxky.sov,  avtxa  xujjLa  xa-EuvaaavTSc;  'Evuouc 

ECTxe^^av  TidcTpav  Suafxevscov  svapoit;. 
ou  yap  uTisp  Tr£XaY0U(;  [jlovov  avOsaav,  dcXXa  xal  ev  yqc, 

(ippov  aSouXcb-rou  9eYY0?  sXeuOepiaq' 
Toii;  yap  a.c^'  'HpaxXviof;  de^yjOetaL  ysvsOXat; 

TTOcTpiOf;  Iv  TTOVTCp  X7)v  /Oovl  xoipavia. 

VI.  171 

ANTinATPOT 

Kal  xpavdat;  Ba[BuXcovo^  STCiSpofiov  apfiaort  xeiy/j:; 

xal  Tov  etc'  'AX9eico  Zava  xaTr)uyaad[j,Y)v, 
xdcTTCov  t'  aicop"/][JLa,  xal  'HsXloio  xoXooaov, 

xal  (leyav  aiTrsivav  Tuupa[i.iScov  xdcpiaTov, 
[xva[jia  T£  MauccoXoio  TrsXcopiov  aXX'  ot'  e(;£tSov 

'ApTe(xiSo(;  vs^scov  aypi  Olovxa  Sopiov, 
xeiva  [JLSV  '/)[xai)pcoTO"  tl  xeiva  8s;  voaqtiv  'OXu[i.Troo 

"AXto<;  ouSev  ttco  toiov  iTr-r^uydaaTO. 

IX.  58 
ANTinATPOT 
Ilou  t6  TreptpXeTCTov  xdcXXot;  oso,  Atopl  KopivOs; 

TTOU  CTTEcpdvai  TTupytov,  TTOu  Toc  TTOcXat  xTsava; 
TToij  vrjol  fjiaxdpoiv,  ttou  Sfouaxa,  tcou  81;  SduapxE; 

SiCTU9Lai,  Xawv  0'  al  ttote  y.upiaSzq; 
ouSe  yap  ouS'  lyyoq,  TroXuxafjijaops,  cteio  XEXsLTrxai, 

Trdvxa  8k  aijuixap^^at;  £5£9ayEv  TToXsfjiot;. 
[xouvai  aTTopOr^xot,  Ny)p-/]t8£q,  'Oxsavoto 

xoupai,  coiv  ay^Ecov  jjliijivo[X£v  dXxuovE?. 

IX. 151 
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AND  OF  ART 

THE  COLOSSUS  OF  RHODES 
The  men  of  Rhodes  in  honour  of  the  Sun 

Bade  tower  to  heaven  this  brazen  monument, 
When  spoils  of  foemen  decked  their  land  rewon, 

And  all  the  billows  of  the  war  were  spent. 
Shone  over  earth  and  main  alike  upheld 

The  lamp  of  dauntless  freedom  in  their  hand: 
For  they  whose  blood  from  Heracles  hath  welled 

Inherit  lordship  over  sea  and  land. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  ARTEMIS  OF  THE 
EPHESIANS 
The  chariot-ridden  walls  of  Babylon, 

Mausolus'  shrine,  the  Zeus  of  Pelops'  Isle, 
The  Hanging  Gardens,  Statue  of  the  Sun, 

The  towering  Pyramids'  stupendous  pile, — 
These  have  I  seen;  but  when  before  mine  eyes 

Arose  the  cloud-capped  fane  of  Artemis, 
All  were  bedimmed  and  vanished:  'neath  the  skies 

Never  the  sun  beheld  a  work  like  this. 

THE  RUINS  OF  CORINTH 
Where  is  thy  shining  glory,  Corinth?  where 

Thine  olden  heirlooms  and  thy  crown  of  towers, 
Thy  temples,  palaces,  and  ladies  fair, 

And  tens  of  thousands  thronging  in  thy  bowers? 
O  hapless!  not  a  trace  remains  of  thee: 

Thine  all  devouring  warfare  hath  bereft: 
Scathless  we  only,  mermaids  of  the  sea, 

The  halcyon  singers  of  thy  grief  are  left. 
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nOMnHIOTolSsMAPKGT  NEQTEPOY 

El  xai,  ep7)uai7)  y.ixo[LO!.i  x6vi^  £V0a  Muxtjvt], 
el  xal  a[i.aupoTepY;  TtavTOi;  ISetv  axoTrsXou, 

"iXou  -viQ  xaOopoiv  xX£tvY]v  TToXiv,  9]?  ETraTYjoa 
TEi/ea,  xal  Xlpiafiou  tcocvt'  exsvcoaa  S6[xov, 

yvcoCTSxat  evOsv  oaov  Tiapoq  eaOevov.  eI  Si  [xe  Y''iP°"^ 
{j^piaev,  dpxou(xai,  ^jLapTupt  MaioviST). 

IX.  28 

MOTNAOT  MOYNATIOT 

'H  7roXuxpuCTO(;  syw  to  TraXat  ttoXi?,  y]  tov  'ArpeiScov 

olxov  dcTi'  oupaviou  Ss^a[jL£VT(  yever,!;, 
Y)  Tpoty)v  TTEpoaGa  Geoxtitov,  •/)  PaalXsiov 

aa9aX£c  'EXXtjvcov  oOctoc  ttoO'  yipiiOewv, 
[A7)X6[iloTO!;  x£i[xai  xal  pouvopioi:  ev6a  MuxtqvTj, 

Tciv  etc'  Epiol  UEyaXoiv  ouvo[Jt,'  s/ouoa  [jlovov. 

"IXlOV  a  N£[i.£aEL  |J.£fi,£X-/]Ji.£VOV,  El  YE,  ]M'JXr)V7)C 

[i.Y]x£6'  6pcoo[j!.£v-/]?,  ECTCTi,  xal  Eaal  ttoXk;. 

IX.  103 

ETHNOT  sikeaiqtoy 

HeIvOI,  Xr^V  TTEplPcdTOV  E[i.S  TTToXlV,  "IXlOV  ipr)v, 
T7)V  nOipOQ  EUTnjpyO!.C  TEt/ECTl.  xX-/]^0[i.EVy3V, 

alcJvof;  xirppt]  xaT£S7)Sox£V  dXX'  Iv  '0[i.TQp(p 
XELfjiai,  yaXxEltov  spxoi;  ^x°'^'^°'  ttuXcov. 

ouxETL  (JLE  oxd(|'£i  Tpcoo966pa  Soupax'  'A/aicov, 
TiavTcov  S'  'EXXtjvwv  XElao[i.ai  ^v  CTT6[jLaTi. 

IX.  62 
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MYCENAE  IN  RUINS 
Mycenae,  desolate  and  sunk  to  dust, 

I  lie  as  barren  as  the  mountain  side. 
Yet  down  I  trod  proud  Ilion's  walls,  and  thrust 

The  house  of  Priam  forth  from  all  its  pride. 
So  mighty  then!  Now  let  time  spend  his  rage — 
Enough  for  me  the  proof  of  Homer's  page. 

A  VOICE  FROM  MYCENAE 
I  was  the  golden  town,  within  whose  wall 

Dwelt  Atreus'  sons,  of  heaven's  own  lineage  hailed; 
Victor  of  god-built  Troy;  the  Royal  Hall 

Of  heroes,  and  their  fortress  unassailed. 
Now,  on  my  site  where  oxen  graze  and  sheep. 

Of  all  my  greatness  but  the  name  I  store. 
O  well  avenged  is  Ilion  if  she  keep 

Her  being,  while  Mycenae  is  no  more. 

TROY  IN  RUINS 
Here  I,  renowned  and  hallowed  Ilion,  towered 

And  walls  embattled  reared  their  lofty  crest: 
In  Homer  now,  when  time  hath  all  devoured. 

With  brazen  gates  and  bulwarks  fenced  I  rest. 
No  more  by  arms  of  Greece  in  ruin  flung. 
Henceforth  I  live  on  every  Grecian  tongue. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

OIAinnOY 

Oupavoi;  aoxpa  xdxtov  oLTzoa^iazi,  vj  ra/a  vuxxoq 

Tj^Xtoi;  9a!,Spr]v  64*^  dTCepYaosTat, 
xal  yXuxu  vajxa  OdXaooa  PpoxoT;;  dpuTr]ai(jLov  e^et, 

xal  vexu?  el^  ^cooJv  /copov  dvaSpdfjLSTat, 
7]  TCOT^  MaioviSao  PaOuxXsef;  ouvopi'  'OtiTjpou 

XrjBv]  Y'']pO'Xewv  dpTrdasTai  acXtScov. 

IX. 575 


AEQNIAA  TAPANTINOT 
"Aoxpa  fiev  Y)ji.aupcoo£  xal  ispa  xuxXa  csXY]vy](; 

a^ova  StvYjoac  spLTTupot;  r^eXioc' 
ufjLVOTToXouq  8'  iytXriSbv  aTTiQixaXSuvev  "0[i.Y]pO(;, 
Xa[i.7rp6TaTov  Mouooiv  cpeyyo?  dvacxot^svoc. 

IX.  24 


ANTIHATPOT  SIAQNIOT 
'Hptotov  xdpux'  dpexai;,  [laxapov  Se  7rp09r)xav, 

'EXXdvcov  PioxT]  Seuxepov  dsXiov, 
Mouocov  9£Yyo(;  "OfjLTjpov,  dyyjpavxov  ox6[jLa  xoojjlou 
Travxot;,  dXtppo6ia,  Esivs,  xexsuOs  xovk;. 

VII.  6 
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HOMER 
Sooner  the  stars  from  heaven  shall  be  shed, 

The  sun' s  clear  face  be  changed  to  endless  gloom^ 
Sweet  water  men  may  drink  fill  ocean's  bed, 

Or  dead  men  join  the  living  from  the  tomb, 
Than  ever  shall  oblivion  leagued  with  age 
Raze  Homer's  name  immortal  from  his  page. 


HOMER 

The  moon's  bright  orb  and  all  the  stars  are  paled 
Before  the  sun  in  flaming  chariot  whirled: 
So  Homer  dims  all  singers  of  the  world; 

His  light  of  song  hath  over  all  prevailed. 


HOMER'S  TOMB 
Herald  of  heroes,  priest  of  highest  heaven, 
The  sun  that  on  the  world  of  Hellas  shone, 
The  light  of  song,  the  ageless  tongue  of  time, 
Here  lies  in  dust  beside  the  rolling  sea. 
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ANTinATPOY  SIAQNIOT 

Tocv  (jtep67rcov  IleiOa),  to  [liycc  oTojxa,  xav  I'aa  MoiioaK; 

cp6£Y^a(x£vir]v  x£9aXav,  u  ^eve,  MaioviSeco 
aS'  eXaxov  vaoiric;  "lou  OTCiXaf;"  ou  yap  Iv  iXXa 

tepov  dXX'  ev  k[ioi  Ttvei5[i,a  6ava)v  eXittev, 
^  veujia  KpovtSao  to  TuayxpaTli;,  aj  xal  "OXu(ji7tov, 

xal  Ttxv  Al'avTO<;  vaufiaxov  el  tie  (3tav, 
xal  Tov  'AxtXXetoK;  OapaaXiaiv  "ExTOpa  tccoXok;, 

ooT^a  AapSavixw  SpuTCTOjjievov  TteSito. 
St  S'  oXtya  xpuTiTco  tov  TaXixov,  l'o0'  oti  xe08ei 

xal  0£ti8o(;  ya.yi.iza.M  a  PpaxiiPwXof;  "Ixot;. 

VII.  2 
ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOT 
O0x£ti  SeXyofxIva?,  'Op<peij,  Spuai;,  oux^ti  ni'zpa.i^ 

(Sc^ei?,  ou  Byjpcov  auTov6[jLou<;  ayeXaq* 
oux£tl  xotjjiaCTei?  tiv^jxcov  Ppdptov,  ouxl  x^XaCav, 

ou  VKpETWv  tTuppLOu?,  ou  TTaTayEuaav  aXa. 
cjXeo  yap'  at  8h  TroXXa  xaTcoSupavTO  OuyaTpe? 

Mva[j.oauva<;,  [laxrip  8'  e^oxa  KaXXi6Tca. 
Ti  (fQiyiivoiq  GTO\)'xysu[izv  icp'  uidcaiv,  avix*  aXaXxeiv 

Twv  TcaiSwv '  AtSyjv  ouSi  9eoti;  Suvafxt?. 

VII.  8 

AAESnOTON 

€)p7)ixa  xpuooXup-/)v  zjiS'  'Opcfiicc  Moucrai  SSa^iav, 
8v  xTcxvev  u4^i(i.£8cov  Zz\>c,  4^oX6evTt  piXei. 

VII.  617 
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HOMER  AND  lOS 
The  voice  that  moved  mankind,  the  mighty  tongue^ 

Maeonides,  the  heavenly  Muses'  peer, 
Here  by  the  cHffs  of  los  where  he  sung, 

Slumbers — for  passed  his  godlike  spirit  here. 
Great  Zeus  and  high  Olympus  he  reveals, 

Tells  Ajax'  prowess,  fighting  on  the  main. 
And  Hector  at  Achilles'  chariot-wheels 

Dragged  till  his  flesh  bestrewed  the  Dardan  plain. 
How  small  an  isle  unmeasured  greatness  holds! 
Yet  tiny  Icos  Peleus'  bulk  enfolds. 

ORPHEUS 
No  more  with  rocks  and  trees  shalt  thou  prevail. 

Or  tameless  beasts  of  prey  draw  after  thee, 
Nor  hush  the  roar  of  clanging  wind  and  hail 

Or  storm  of  snow  or  thunder  of  the  sea. 
0  lost  one!  how  the  Maids  of  Song  lament. 

And  most  thy  mother,  sad  Calliope: 
Yet  wherefore  mourn  our  sons?  Can  God  relent^ 

Or  grant  deliverance  from  the  death  to  be? 

ORPHEUS'  TOMB 
Here  by  the  Muses  laid  to  rest 

Lies  Orpheus  of  the  golden  lyre, 
Whom  Zeus  Almighty's  stern  behest 

Slew  with  a  bolt  of  flaming  fire. 
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AKHPATOT  rPAMMATIKOT 

■"ExTop  '0[JL7]pe[7]oiv  ael  3ePoY][ji£ve  pt^Xon;, 

9etoS6[xou  retxeu?  Spxot;  lpu[jiv6TaTov, 
Iv  ool  MatovtST]?  avE7ra6aaTO"  ooO  8£  8av6vTOi;, 
"ExTop,  iaiyriQr]  xal  cteXI?  'IXi.d8o(;. 

VII.  138 
AHMIOTPrOT 
'EXXaSo?  eupux<5pou  ox^cpavov  xal  xdojxov  dloiSiii;, 
'AoxpaTov  YeveTf]v,  'HotoSov,  xax^x*^- 

vii.  52 
lOTAIANOT  (iTr6  THAPX^N 

AirxnTOT 

Nuv  TtX^ov  75  TO  TTocpoiBe  TTuXa?  xpaxepoio  PeplGpou 

6[Ji[jiaot,v  aypuTivoti;  xpiaak  cpuXaoae  xijov. 
ei  yap  (rtiyyoq  SXeittov  aXuaxaCo^oat  lafxpojv 

(Sypiov  'Apx^X^xou  cpXiyyicc  A'oy.a.\i^i6i.8zq, 
TTox;  oux  av  TrpoXtTiot  axoT^tov  TruXeoJvat;  cvauXcov 

vexp6i;  ocTraq,  9eiiYcov  TapPo?  l7rea3oX[73(;; 

VII.  70 
TAITOTAIKOT 
2^[i,a  t68'  'ApxiX6xou  7rapaTr6vTiov,  8?  ttote  TtixpTjv 

(zouoav  ^x^S'^o'^V  TrpcoToq  ePa^ie  X'^^V> 
aifxa^a?  'EXtxcova  t6v  T^jjiepov.  oISe  Auxa^iPT)?, 

[i,up6[X£V0(;  xpiaaoiv  afxijLaTa  OuyaT^poiv. 
y]piy.(x.  St)  7rapa[jLei<|/ov,  oSoiTidpE,  (xt)  Ttoxe  touSe 

xtv7)07)(;  TU(ji[Ba>  acprixai;  i<ft^o[ii'^o\)q. 

VII.  71 
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HECTOR 
Hector,  whose  name  through  Homer's  Iliad  rings, 

Thou  mighty  bulwark  of  the  god-built  wall, 
With  thee  the  poet  ends:  no  more  he  sings, 

But  turns  his  page  to  silence  at  thy  fall. 

HESIOD 
Here  Hesiod  of  Ascrea  rests  in  peace. 
The  crown  and  glory  of  the  song  of  Greece. 

ARCHILOCHUS  COMES 
A  Warning  to  Cerberus 
Up  now,  and  watch  thy  mighty  dungeon  gate 

With  sleepless  eyes,  thou  warder-hound  of  hell! 
Lycambes'  daughters  fled  from  life's  estate, 
To  'scape  the  bard's  devouring,  fiery  spell; 
The  dead,  then,  trembling  for  his  scathing  hate. 
Shall  burst  the  bars  of  darkness  where  they  dwell. 

TOMB  OF  ARCHILOCHUS 
Here  lies  Archilochus  by  the  billows'  sound, 

Who  first  threw  viper's  venom  into  song 
And  blood  on  Helicon — as  Lycambes  found. 

When  round  his  daughters'  neck  he  saw  the  thong. 
Pass  gently  onward,  pilgrim,  lest  you  stir 
The  hornets  resting  on  his  sepulchre. 
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AEQNIAA 
'ApyiXoyov  xal  aTaOt  xocl  ei^iSe  tov  TiaXat  notTjTav, 
TOv  Twv  la!j.pcov  ou  TO  [jL'jptov  xXso? 
SiYJXOe  xYjTil  vuxTa  xal  ttot'  dco. 
9)  pa  viv  ai  Moijcrai  xal  6  AaXioi;  YjyaTreuv '  AtcoXXwv 
c^q  hy.iLzKriC,  t'  Sys'^"^  xtj-iSs^io!; 
ETisdc  T£  — oiEiv,  TTpoi;  Xupav  t'  aeiSetv. 

VII.  664 


KAAAIMAXOT 
EItte  ziQ,  'HpaxXetTE,  reov  (iopov,  e<;  S£  (xe  Sdcxpu 

^yccyz-'j,  e[i.vT)a6-/)v  S'  oaaaxtq  a[i.96Tepoi 
i^Xiov  ev  Xecr/j]  xareSuaapiEV  dXXa  ctu  (jlev  ttou, 

^elv'  'AXi,xapvr,a£u,  TSTpdcTraXai,  cttcoSit)' 
al  Se  Tsal  ^coouaiv  dr^Sovs?,  fjoiv  6  TtdvTcov 
ap7raxTr]p  ' AtSy]?  oux  stcI  x^^P*  PaXci. 

VII.  80 


AAHAON 
'HpdxXeiToc;  hfd)'  Ti  [it  &  xdcTco  eXxet*  (ifjioutjoi; 

ouy  u(xTv  e7r6vo'Jv,  xoi?  8e  jjl'  e7rLCTau.£voi.i;. 
eI(;  Eixol  (ScvOpcoTto?  Tpi(;^upiof  ol  S'  dvdpi,8[i.oi. 
ouSeI?.  xauT*  auSw  xai.  Trapd  Htpotfov/]. 

VII.  128 
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A  STATUE  OF  ARCHILOCHUS 
Stand  and  behold  the  bard  of  old, 
Archilochus,  who  wrought  the  iambic  line: 

His  fame  untold 
From  east  to  west,  from  west  to  east,  doth  shine: 

Apollo's  friend,  the  Muses  lend 
Genius  his  tuneful  numbers  to  inspire, 

And  nobly  blend 
Thought  into  song  or  wake  to  song  the  lyre. 

HERACLEITUS 
Some  one  chancing  to  tell,  Heracleitus,  the  tale  of 
thy  death, 
Moved  me  to  tears,  for  I  thought  how  many 
times  we  twain 
Talked  the  sun  down  together.  But  now  thou 
somewhere  apart 
Liest,  0  strangeland  friend,  thrice  this  long  time 
in  dust. 
Yet  thy  nightingale  songs  are  alive,  nor  ever  shall 
death. 
Death,  who  plunders  the  world,  lay  upon  them 
his  hand. 

HERACLEITUS  IN  DEATH 
Why,  dullards,  drag  to  death  a  sage,  whose  lore 

Is  not  for  you  but  them  that  know  my  spell? 
One  man  ten  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  score 

I  count  as  nought — I  say  it  even  in  hell. 
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ANTinATPOY 
ITaupo£Tf/)(;  "Hpivva,  y.cd  ou  7roXu[xu0O(;  dotSaTq" 

aXk'  zkix/tv  ]\IouCTa?  -touto  to  pat,6v  eTioq. 
TOiyapToi  [jLvr^ti,-/);  oOx.  r,pippoT£v,  ouSs  lisXaivr]!; 

N'jxTo^  UTTO  ay.izgfi  xoiXueTat.  -Tspuyr 
<xi  8'  avapi0[jf/]TOi,  veapcov  owp^/jSov  aoiScov 

!i,upt.aSEi;X-/i0-/),  ^Eivs,  [xapaivofjieSa. 
XcoiTEpOf;  xuxvou  [Jiixpo;;  Opooi;,  r^h  xoXotwv 

xpcoypioc  £v  EiapivaT?  xiSvajjiEvo?  vsosXai?. 

VII.  713 

AAHAON 

"Apri  Xo7£uo[X£vr,v  o£  j^-sXiaao-roxcov  sap  ujjlvcov, 
aoTi  §£  xuxvsicp  96eYyo(X£vr,v  oT6[J.aTi,, 

r,/,aGiV  £1?  ' A/fpciVTa  Sia  ttXxtu  xuaa  xa(j,6vTcov 
Moipa,  XivoxXwrjTou  SEaT^oTi^  -/jXaxaTa!;' 

coc  S'  ETTEcov,  "Hpivva,  x7.Xo;  rovo:;  ou  CT£  yEywvsi 
96io6ai,  £X£i.v  §£  yopoij(;  ajjijjLiya  riispiaiv. 

VII.  12 

ASKAHniAAOY 
'0  yXuxu?  'Hptvvr,?  outo?  rovoq,  ou/l  ttoXu?  (lev, 

o)!;  av  TrapOev'.xai;  £vv£axaiS£X£T£u?, 
<xXX'  ETEpoiv  roXXcov  SuvaTcuTEpo;;-  eI  S'  'AtSa?  TOi 
\xr^  xa/ij?  -^jXSe,  tii;  av  TaXixov  eo/'  6vo[jLa; 

VII.  11 
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ERINNA 
Though  short  her  strain  nor  sung  with  mighty 
boast, 

Yet  there  the  power  of  song  had  dwelling-room; 
So  lives  her  name  for  ever,  nor  lies  lost 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  wings  of  gloom, 
While  bards  of  after  days,  in  countless  host, 

Slumber  and  fade  forgotten  in  the  tomb. 
Better  the  swan's  brief  note  than  thousand  cries 
Of  rooks  in  springtime  blown  about  the  skies. 

ERINNA'S  DEATH 
Just  at  the  spring-birth  of  her  honeyed  song. 
Just  as  the  swan-note  sounded  on  her  lips, 
To  Acheron  where  with  dead  the  billows  throng 
Doom  plunged  her,  doom  the  thread  of  life 
which  clips. 
Yet  clarion-like  her  work  its  message  gives — 
'She  is  not  dead,  but  with  the  muses  lives.' 

ERINNA 
Sweet  is  Erinna's  song,  though  short  and  slight. 

For  as  a  maid  of  nineteen  years  she  died; 
Yet  hers  was  power  surpassing.  Had  her  night 

Not  fallen,  none  had  ever  with  her  vied. 
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TYAAIOT  AAYPEA 

AloXixov  Trapa  TU[i,pov  icov,  Esvs,  [jL-/)  [xz  Oavoucav 

Tav  MiTuXr^vaiav  zvvzt:'  aoiSoTcoXov. 
t6vS£  yap  dvOpcoTTCov  sxajjiov  xsps?'  epya  §£  cpcoTwv 

ec,  -OL'/ivr;'!  sppsi  TOidcSe  XyjOsSova. 
TjV  Ss  [JL£  Moucracov  lTaCT-/]c  /^-ptv,  d)v  CX9'  Ex.aciTry? 

SaipLovot;  avOoc  sjxt)  0r,xa  Tiap'  swedcSi, 
yvcoosxt,  (bi; '  AiSsco  ctxotov  sxouyov  ouSs  ti?  scTat, 

ty;:;  Xuptx'^c  SaTr9ou(;  vcovutj.oc  -/jsAiOi:. 

VII.  17 

ANTinATPOT  0ELSAAOT 
'  Avepa  [x-/]  Trerp-fj  xexfjiaipeo"  Xit6<;  6  xufx^o? 

orpO'^vaf  jjLsyaXou  S'  ocrTsa  (pcoTOf;  s/st. 
zi^r^azlc, '  AXxjJiava,  Xupyjt;  eXaTvipa  Aaxaivr^c 

s^o/ov,  6v  MoucEcov  svvs'  txpiOfjLOf;  i/zv 
xsiTat,  8'  •/jTT:£Lpot.(;  SiSuji-aii;  ept,?,  sl'8'  o  yc  AuSoc, 
eI'ts  Aaxwv  TroXXal  (JL7]T£pe(;  ufjivoTrdXcov. 

VII.  18 

ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOT 
Iltepixav  oaXTTiyya,  tov  euayecov  Papuv  upivajv 

yaXxeurav,  xaTs/si  IlivSapov  aSs  xovt?, 
o5  [x^Xo«;  sicatwv  96£yEai6  xsv,  tbc  (xtco  Mouowv 
sv  KdcSjjiou  0aXajjio',c  cs[xr^voc  a-errXaaaTO. 

VII.  34 
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SAPPHO 
O  you  who  pass  my  tomb  in  Argolis, 

Call  not  the  Mitylene  singer  dead. 
This  tomb  was  wrought  by  man,  and  works  like  this 

By  time  to  quick  forgetfulness  are  sped. 
But  if  you  seek  me  for  the  Muses'  sake — 

My  nine  books  decked  with  gifts  from  all  the  Nine- 
Know  that  death's  shadow  cannot  Sappho  take; 

No  sun  without  her  name  shall  ever  shine. 


ALCMAN 
A  stone  is  no  man's  measure.  Scant  this  tomb, 
Yet  for  a  mighty  singer  hath  it  room. 
Here  Alcman  lies  who  on  the  Spartan  lyre 
Won  glory,  numbered  with  the  Muses'  choir. 
Lydia  with  Sparta  vies  to  call  him  son, 
For  minstrels  have  more  motherlands  than  one. 


PINDAR 
Here  Pindar  lies,  the  clarion  voice  of  song, 

Forger  in  bronze  of  mighty  melodies. 
Who  listens  knows  that  he  made  Hellas  throng 

With  murmuring  hive  of  song's  divinities. 
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AAESnOTON 

~A  (xaxap  afX^poaiTjai  cuvsaris  9[ATaTS  Mouaaic;, 
■/aips  xal  £iv  '  AtSeco  Stbjj.aat,,  KaAXi[xay_£. 

VII.  41 

ANTinATPOT  0ESSAAONIKEOS 

"OPpipLov  dxajxdcTou  cst'v/ov  aivzaov  'AvTifjidc^roio, 

a^tov  ixpy^ixloiv  69puoq  y)|jLi0£cov, 
HispiScov  ^(aXxeuTov  Itt'  ay.[jLoaLV,  si  Topov  oOa? 

£XXa}(e<;,  £1  t^aXoi?  xav  ayiXoccsTOv  orra, 
£t  Tav  aTpiTUTOv  y.ai  avijxpocTov  arpaTiov  dcXXot^ 

(xaiEat,.  21  S'  ujjlvcov  axaTTTpov  "0[X7]po(;  sx^^ 
xal  Zeu^  ToixpsoCTCov  'Evoai/6ovo^'  dXX'  'Evoci/Ocov 

Toij  [xsv  E9U  jjLEicov,  dOavdcTcov  S'  'jTraroc. 
xal  vasTYjp  KoXo9cuvo(;  uTrei^euxTat.  [isv  'Optrjpco, 

dyeiTai  S'  aXXcov  TrXdOeoi;  u[xvo7r6Xcov. 

vii.  409 

SIMfiNIAOY 
'Hfjiepl  TravOsXxTEipa,  pieOuTp69e,  iiriztp  oTicopat;, 

ouXyji;  y]  axoXiov  TrX£Y[j,a  9U£!.i;  eXixoq, 
T7]tou  r)[37)oeia(;  'Avaxpelovro?  err'  axp-jQ 

cttvjXt],  xal  Xetttco  /cofjiaTL  touSe  Ta90u, 
Ciq  b  9iXdxp-/]T6(;  te  xal  olvoPap'/ji;  9i,X6xoj(i.O(; 

Tza.^jM'oyyjq  xpoucov  t-/)v  9iXo7raLSa  xs^'J^^i 

X7]V  /0Ovl  TTETTTrjOif;,  XE9aXrj(;  £9UTT£p6£  9£poiTO 

dyXaov  (bpaiwv  PoTpuv  drr'  dxpsfjiovcov, 
xal  jjLiv  (XeI  Tsyyoi  voTEpr,  Spococ,  vji;  6  yspaioc 
Xap6Tspov  jxaXaxcov  Ittveev  ky.  (jTO[J.dTcov. 

VII.  24 
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CALLIMACHUS 
Dearest  of  those  for  whom  the  Muses  long 

Amid  their  feast  of  heavenly  song, 
All  hail,  Callimachus,  though  now  thy  breath 

Be  stilled  within  the  house  of  death. 

ANTIMACHUS 

Give  praise  to  stern  Antimachus'  mighty  line 
Forged  on  the  Muses'  anvil,  with  a  tone 

Ancient,  heroic — if  thine  ear  be  fine, 

If  verse  sublime  be  what  thy  heart  doth  own, 
And  thou  would' st  tread  a  path  unworn,  unknown. 

Homer  is  king  of  bards,  as  Zeus  supreme: 
Yet  though  Poseidon  lesser  power  doth  boast, 

Him,  next  to  Zeus,  above  all  gods  we  deem: 
So  Colophon's  son  owns  Homer  uppermost, 
But  chief  of  singers  else  he  leads  the  host. 

ANACREON'S  TOMB 
Mother  of  autumn,  wine-fraught,  cheering  vine, 
Whose  leafy  shoots  with  curling  tendrils  twine, 
High  on  the  topmost  pillar  set  your  bloom, — 
Anacreon  of  Teos'  humble  tomb. 
So  he  that  roamed  wine-laden,  roystering. 
And  sounded  all  night  long  the  viol  string. 
Now  fallen  in  dust  may  find  above  his  head 
A  cluster  from  your  ripened  branches  spread: 
While  on  him  that  fresh  dew  for  ever  drips. 
Whose  stronger  spirit  breathed  upon  his  lips. 
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ANTinATPOT  SIAONIOT 

Seivs,  Ta90V  Ttapa  Xitov  'AvaxpeiovTot;  oLyLzi^oiv, 

St  XI  Toi  sx  ptpXcov  7]X6ev  e^cov  692X01;, 
aTTEicov  kiifi  (STZoBifi,  OTTstaov  ydcvo?,  69pa  x£v  o'l'vw 

OCTTsa  Y7]G-/)a-/)  xapia  voTiCopisva, 
<!)(;  6  Aicovucou  [ji,£[i.£Xy][X£VO(;  o'lvaoi  yxoiioiq, 

oic,  6  9i,XaTp7jTOU  awrpot^oq  apfzovi-/);;, 
[j.Y]8^  xaTa96i!JL£vot;  Baxyou  Siya  toutov  'jTTOiacj 

Tov  ysvsY)  [zspoTTOJV  /copov  69eiX6[i.£:vov. 

VII.  26 


ANTinATPOT  SIADNIOT 

©aXXot,  T£Tpax6pu[x[3oc;, '  Avaxp£Ov,  api9t  cte  xiaaoi;, 

appa  TE  Xsi^covfov  Tropoupscov  TrsTaXoc" 
7TV]Ya!,  S'  apyivoEVTo:;  avaOXi^oivTO  y^XaxTOt;, 

eutoSfi?  S'  dcTTo  y^c;  yjSu  xso'-'co  ptsOu, 
69pa  X£  TOi  CTTToSiT)  T£  xal  ocTEa  TEp^^tv  apy^Tat., 

el  8ri  Tiq  r^Qiiihoic,  -/pi[j(,7TT£Tat  EU9poouva, 
oi  TO  91X0V  a-rsp^a;,  9tX£,  [Bap[3iTov,  a>  auv  aoiSa 

TiavTa  SiarrXwaa?  xai  cuv  EpciTi  [iiov. 

VII.  23 
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ANACREON'S  TOMB 
O  you  who  pass  Anacreon's  lowly  grave, 

If  from  my  books  some  pleasure  falls  to  you, 
Pour  on  my  ashes,  pour,  sweet  wine  to  lave 

My  bones,  and  gladden  them  with  kindly  dew: 
That  I,  who  loved  the  wine-god's  roystering  mode, 

And  lived  with  music  since  my  life  began, 
Though  dead,  have  wine  beside  me  in  the  abode 

Which  waits  by  doom  for  all  the  sons  of  man. 

TO  ANACREON 
Let  fourfold-clustered  ivy  bloom,  Anacreon,  o'er 
thy  head, 
And  all  the  dainty  flowers  that  in  the  purple 
meadows  throng; 
Let  snowy  milk  in  fountains  from  the  choking  soil 
be  shed. 
And  from  the  earth  leap  scented  wine  in  rivers 
sweet  and  strong. 
So  shall  thy  bones  and  ashes  win  delight  among 
the  dead, 
If  any  touch  of  gladness  to  the  perished  pass 
along, 
O  lover  of  the  lovely  lyre,  who,  as  thy  sweet  will 
sped. 
Hast  sailed  through  all  the  seas  of  life  with 
passion  and  with  song! 
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ANTinATPOT  EIAQNIOY 

EuSsi;;  ev  96!.[i.£VO!,oLv, '  Avdcxpsov,  laOXa  Trovr;Gac, 
tuBzi  S'  7)  yXuxspT]  vuxxiXaXoi;  xiOdcp-/], 

suSei  xal  S[i.epSt(;,  to  IIoGojv  sap,  cj  ou  [i.£Xta8a)v, 
Pap^ix',  dvexpouou  vsxrap  £vap[x6vt,ov. 

r/iOecov  yap  "Epwxoi;  290?  oxottoc;'  sic,  8k  ak  [jlouvov 
To^a  Te  xai.  oxoXiai;  elysv  sxr^jBoXiac. 

vii.  29 


ANTinATPOT  OESSAAOT 

'O  Tpaytxov  cpdivq[ioc.  xal  69pu6£OCTav  oloiI^iJ 
TzupyoiGccc,  cTiPapv;  Trpcoxot;  ev  suettiy], 

AiCT/uXot;  Eu9opia)voc,  'Kkzuaivi-t]q  sxat;  a'tr)^ 
xsirat,  xuSaivcov  ayjixari  Tpt.vaxpt-r)v. 

VII.  39 


SIMMIOT  0HBAIOT 

'Hpe[i'  UTTSp  TUfX^OlO  L090XX£0?,  r;p£iji.a,  xictos, 
epTTuJ^OK;,  -/Xospout;  exTrpoysojv  TtXoxapio'ji;, 

xal  TTSxaXov  Travx-/]  GaXXoi  poSou,  r,  xs  9iXoppco5 
iSpiTrsXo?,  uypa  Tispi^  xX-/][Ji.axa  y£ua[i.svY], 

£i,'v£X£v  supiaOi-^c;  Tciv'jx69povo£;,  r^v  6  (i.£Xi,xpoc 
7^cTxy]a£v  MouCTcov  a[ji,[jLiya  xal  Xaplxcov. 

VII.  22 
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ANACREON'S  DEATH 
Asleep  in  death  thou  liest,  &  thy  goodly  work  is  o'  er; 
Asleep  is  all  the  sweetness  of   thy  moonlight- 
sounding  lyre; 
Asleep  the  boy  for  whom  thy  god-like  wine  of  song 
did  pour, 
Thy  Smerdis,  thy  beloved,  &  thy  springtime  of  desire. 
For  love,  that  loveth  comely  youths,  he  smote  thee 
to  the  core, 
And  all  his  arrows  fell  on  thee  and  darts  of 
crooked  fire. 

AESCHYLUS 
Here  Aeschylus  far  from  Eleusis  lies. 

And  Sicily  wins  glory  from  his  shrine. 
He  first  bade  Tragedy's  grim  voice  arise. 

Towering  in  splendour  of  his  mighty  line. 

SOPHOCLES 

Lightly,  lightly  climbing,  ivy,  shroud  the  tomb  of 
Sophocles, 
Lightly  let  thy  dewy  tresses  stream  before  it  to 
the  ground; 
Round  about  let  roses  blossom,  and  the  cluster- 
laden  trees 
Shed  abroad  their  wavy  tendrils,  circling  like  a 
flood  around. 
For  the  wonder-hearted  wisdom  of  his  honeyed 
melodies. 
Which  the  Muses  and  the  Graces  with  their 
mingled  bounties  crowned. 
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AAHAON 

Ou  aov  ixvqy.ix  t6S'  sax',  EupiTiiS'^,  aXXa  ctu  touSe" 


VII.  46 


OIAHMONOS 

El  TxXc,  ixkriQziixiai'^  oi  tsOvtjxotsc; 
at(y8y]oiv  elyov  avSpsi;,  oiQ  cpaoiv  xivsi;, 


IX.  450 


AAHAON 

Sapxei;  8'  aiOaXsato!,  Tiupoi;  pnzriat,  Tp'jcpvjXal 

A'/jcpOsicai,  voTiTjV  coCTav  e7rai06[ji£var 
iJLOuva  8'  evscTt,  toc^co  TroXuSaxpuTco  ooTsa  xco9a, 

xai  TTOvo?  slvoSioii;  t^jSe  7capspxo!Ji.£vot,i;. 

VII.  48 


AAHAON 

^H  p'  oXiyov  ToSe  oa[jLa,  to  Ss  xXeo?  oupav6[jLY)y.e(;" 
TO 'J  T:oXu9povTiaTou  touto  Q(xXt]Toq,  op-f]. 

VII.  84 
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EURIPIDES'  TOMB 

Not  by  this  voiceless  stone 
Is  thy  remembrance  kept.  Euripides: 

Here  thy  renown  doth  throne, 
And  gives  remembrance  unto  stones  like  these. 


AN  ADMIRER  OF  EURIPIDES 
If  it  were  very  truth  that  death  but  frees 
The  conscious  mind,  as  some  to  think  do  please, 
I'd  hang  myself  to  see  Euripides. 


LAMENT  FOR  EURIPIDES 
The  rich  flesh  of  thy  form, 
Enwrapped  in  fire  and  storm. 

Vanished  in  burning  mist  beneath  the  sky: 
This  tomb  of  many  moans 
Holds  nought  now  save  thy  bones, 

And  sorrow  for  the  pilgrim  passing  by. 


THALES 
Small  is  his  tomb:  his  fame  ascends  the  skies: 
Tor  Thales  here,  the  mighty  thinker,  lies. 
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lOTAIANOT  TOT  AHO  TnAPXON 
AIFTHTIOT 

El  xal  ajieiS'/jTcov  vex.'Jcov  Otto  yixiy.'j  OLviaatiq, 
<l)£pc£96v/],  'yu/y;v  Ss/vuao  A-/][jioxpiTO'j 

eujjLsvEtoi;  ysAocoCTav,  e-sl  xal  asio  TsxouCTav, 
a.-/y\)]j.byr^v  ettI  ool  aouvo;  £xx[i.'^£  y^^to? 

vn.58 

AAHAON 

~Hv  apa  Ar,[jLOxpiToi.o  ysXco?  toSs,  xat,  Ta/a  Xs^ei' 
Oux  sXsyov  yeXowv,  rravTa  TtsXouai  ysXco?; 

y.al  yap  sycj  ao9i'/;v  [xst'  aTTsipovx,  xai  ariyy.  [5t!3Xcov 
ToaaaTiojv,  xsTiJLai  vspGs  ra^oio  ysXco?. 

VII.  56 

ANTIHATFOT 
~H  xQafJi-aXrjv  uttsSu?  6  tocoi;  xoviv;  si?  as  ti?  dcGpcov, 

Scjxpa-:;;,  'EXXyjvwv  \xiu.'^zzy.i  axpial-^v 
vf;Xi£C,  01  Tov  apicjTov  a— cjXeaav,  ouSs  £v  alSoT 
SovTsq.  ToiouToi  rroXXaxi,  KexpoTriSai. 

VII.  629 
AAESnOTON 
Akre,  tIttts  [EsjSr/.a?  u-£p  Ta90v,  -^  rtvo?,  eItts, 

acTTspoEVTa  BsoJv  olxov  aTtoaxoTTSsiq; 
'li'jyr,c,  £l[j,l  nXdcTcovo;  aroTTTxjjisv/;!;  sq  "OXu^lttov 
slxcbv,  ca)[jia  Ss  yrj  y/)yeve:q  '  AtOI?  syet. 

VII.  62 

222 


POEMS  ON  DEATH 

TO  PERSEPHONE  FOR  THE  SOUL  OF 
DEMOCRITUS 
Queen  of  the  world  of  never-smiling  dead! 

There  comes  a  soul  with  laughter  unto  thee; 
Receive  it  kindly,  as  once  laughter  sped 
To  soothe  thy  mourning  mother's  misery. 

DEMOCRITUS 

The  Laughing  Philosopher 

This  is  the  sage's  laughter, when  at  the  last  he  saith, 

' Truth  unlaughing  I  spake,  'Time  &  life  are  a  laugh,' 
Seeing  for  all  my  wisdom  &  host  unnumbered  of  books, 
Under  a  tomb  I  lie,  leaving  nought  but  a  laugh.' 

TO  SOCRATES 
So  mighty  and  so  come  to  dust,  O  sage? 

Shame  on  the  shameless  Greeks,  their  best  to  slay 
In  pitiless  and  undiscerning  rage. 

Yet  such  full  often  is  the  Athenian  way. 

PLATO'S  TOMB 

Eagle,  why  standest  thou  upon  this  tomb? 

At  what  far  starry  mansion  dost  thou  gaze? 
'I  am  the  soul  of  Plato,  rapt  at  doom 

'To  heaven,  though  earth  my  earthy  body  stays.' 
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[AIOrENOTS  AAEPTIOT] 

Kal  TzCoq,  e'l  (x-/)  (DoX^oq  dv'  'EXXaSa  (pucs  nXdcTcova, 

(j/uxa?  dvOpcoTTcov  ypd(ji[i.ao!,v  v)X£CTaTo; 
Kai,  yap  6  xouSc  ysyco?  '  AaxX-/]-i6?  sctlv  tY]Tr;p 
oa>[xaTO<;,  ox;  ^i^u/vi^  d83cvdToi.o  nxdrcov. 

VII.  108 
SIMMIOT 
Sco9pOCTuv'/)  Trpo9£p(ov  0v/]tcov,  '/^Bsl  t£  SixaUp 

svGdSs  xsirai,  dvrjp  0£io^  'ApioToxXr/j?' 
£L  SI  tk;  ex  Trdv-rcov  GO(f)i-/]q  (jieyav  ia/zv  STiaivov, 
oijTo?  eX^i  TiASLarov,  xai  9O6VOV  ou  cpspsTai,. 

VII.  60 
AAESnOTON 
£i(;  0oux'jSiSv]v. 
''Q  91X01;,  el  aorpbc,  si,  Xdps  [i,'  £<;  yipxc,.  el  Si  ye  7rd|jLTrav 

vYjit;  i(puq  Mouaecov,  pL(J;ov  d  [j.-/]  vozT,q. 
slixl  yap  ou  TravTeoai,  ^(xtoq'  mxxjpoi  8'  dydaavxo 
©ouxuSiStjv  'OXopou,  KsxpoTTi'/jv  TO  ysvo?. 

IX.  583 
FEMINOT 
'  AvTi  Td90u  XiToTo  Qkc,  'EXXdSa,  Qkc,  S'  errl  rauxav 

SoupaTa,  ^ap^apixa;  c7uji.poXa  vau90opta^, 
xal  TujifBcp  xp-/]TriSa  Tr£pLypa9£  Ilepaixov  "Ap-^ 

xal  Sep^r]V  toutolc;  OaTrre  ©ejJLtoToxXea. 

ardXa  S'  d  SaXajjilt;  cTrtxeiCTerai,  epya  Xsyouaa 

rdji-d*  Tt  (jie  ajxixpoi?  tov  [xeyav  evTiOexe; 

VII.  73 
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PLATO 
Were  Plato  not  from  heaven,  I  fain  would  know, 

How  did  his  writing  make  man's  spirit  whole? 
God-given  Asclepius  healed  the  body's  woe; 

He  was  the  great  physician  of  the  soul. 

ARISTOCLES  (PLATO; 
Here  Plato  lies,  divine  beyond  all  men 

In  power  of  knowledge  and  in  righteousness. 
Of  all  for  wisdom  famed  in  mortal  ken. 

Though  far  the  greatest,  none  had  envy  less. 

THUCYDIDES 
If  you  have  wisdom,  friend,  take  me  in  hand: 

If  scant  of  learning, 
Away  with  what  you  cannot  understand! 
Mine  is  no  road  for  all  the  world  to  tread: 

Few,  but  discerning, 
Admire  Thucydides,  Athenian  bred. 

THEMISTOCLES 
Hellas  bestrewn  with  wrecks  for  tomb  I  claim 

To  mark  the  foeman's  ruin  on  the  seas. 
Here  carve  the  battle  and  the  great  King's  shame, 

To  deck  the  marble  of  Themistocles: 
But  Salamis  stands  the  pillar  of  my  fame — 

A  fame  too  vast  for  narrow  bounds  like  these! 
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AAHAON 
ziq  Tipicova  tov  (jn.cav9pa)Trov. 
'EvOaS'  dcTToppyj^ac;  (j'^'/V  PapuSaijj,ova  xeipiai" 
o'jvofxa  8'  oij  TisuaoiaOe,  xocxol  Se  xaxcoi;  a— oXoicOe. 

VII.  313 

nTOAEMAIOY 

£1?  TOV  aUTOV. 

JMy)  TToGev  eipil  jJidcOrj?  piv^S'  ouvofjia"  TrXy]v  oti,  0vr;CTx.£iv 
Toui;  Trap'  £[X"/)v  aT-/)Xr)v  epxo[j.evou(;  l0£Xco. 

vii.  314 
AEQNIAA  v^  ANTinATPOY 
Ty;v  stt'  k[iz\j  OTrjXyjv  nixpa.[iei^zo,  (jlvjte  [j,e  xa^pe'-'.' 

siTTCov,  |jt.r)0'oaT!,<;,  \j.ri  tlvo?  e^ETaaat;' 
v^  [AY]  T'^v  dcvueit;  TeXeaai?  oSov  r^v  Ss  TrapsXOr]!; 
CTivyj,  [xvjS'  ouTcoi;  i^v  (ivue!,(;  TeXeoaii;. 

VII.  316 
ANTinATPOY 
Aioysveu?  toSs  CTY)[ia,  ao90u  xuv6(;,  o<;  TcoTe  6u[j(,o3 

y.paz\>i  YUjjiv/)T-/iv  l^srovst  ^iotov, 
<}>  [ilx  tiq  Trqpy.,  [liy.  SirrXot^,  si;  au'  £9o[Ta 
cx'/jTTCov,  auTapxouf;  o^Xa  cao9poCTUva(;. 
iXXx  Ta90u  touS'  Ixtoc,  IV  y.'^povzq,  dq  6  StvcoTts'Jc 
r/Oaipei  9a'jXciv  Tiav-a  xai  etv  'AtSr;. 

VII.  65 
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TIMON  THE  MISANTHROPE 

Here  lies  a  man 
Whose  thread  of  hapless  life  is  broken. 

His  name  you  shall  not  scan: 
But  devil  take  you  devils  all — for  token. 

TIMON 
My  country  and  my  name  ye  shall  not  tell: 
But  all  who  pass  my  tomb  I  wish  in  hell. 


TIMON 
Go  by  my  tomb,  nor  greet  me  with  '  Alas ! ' 

Nor  ask  who  am  I  nor  of  whom  I  came: 
Else  foul  befall  your  journey.  If  you  pass 

In  silence — foul  befall  you  all  the  same. 

DIOGENES'  TOMB 
Here  lies  the  cynic  sage,  Diogenes, 

Who  lived  in  barest  hardship,  strong  of  soul. 
A  staff,  a  folding  cloak,  a  wallet — these 

Sufficed  his  wisdom  poised  on  self-control. 
So  quit  this  tomb,  all  fools!  He  keeps  his  hate 
Even  in  the  grave  for  every  shallow  pate. 
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APXIOT 

"AiSof;  w  vexuTjYs,  y.z'/_oi.p[iivz  Saxpuot  Travrov, 

8(;  PaSu  Trop6[JLeu£i(;  tout'  '  A^spovTOi;  uScop, 
Eixai  CTot,  PsjBpiOev  utt'  sIScoXoicti,  xa[i.6vTcov 

oXxac;,  fjLY]  TTpoXiTrr;!;  Aioyivq  [iz  xijva. 
oXttTjV  xal  CTxiTTwva  9£pco,  xal  StTrXoov  eI(Jia, 

xal  TCTjpTjV,  xal  aol  vauTiXi'/jq  o^oXov. 
xal  ^co6(;  tocSe  [jiouvov,  a  xal  vsx'j?  coSe  xo[Xi!^oi, 

tlyov  UTz'  TjsXlou  8'  ou  ti  X£Xoi.7ra  9a£!.. 

vii.  68 

AAHAON 
'EvGdcSs,  ttXsicttov  aX-/)6si'/]?  errl  Tsppia  TrepY;Ga? 
oupavio'j  xoa^LOu,  xsiTat  'Ava^ayopai;. 

VII.  94 

[AIOTENOTS  AAEPTIOY] 

Et  Ti  TuapaXXaaosi  9a£6a>v  jjisya?  aXioi;  aoTptov, 

xal  TTovToq  7roTa[i.6Jv  (jL£'l!^ov'  £■/£'-  Suva[i,tv, 
9apLl  ToaoijTov  kyco  aorpiy.  ■Kpozyzi\)  'FiTiiy_oi.piJ.o^, 
8v  TiixTplq  EaT£9avcoa'  ocSe  Supaxoaiojv. 

VII.  125 
AAHAON 
Qicacckbc,  'iTiTTOxpaTYii;,  Kuoc,  ysvo?,  svOaSe  xeiTai, 

Ooipou  dcTTO  plC'l?  aOavaTou  YEyaco?, 
TcXstaTa  TpoTiaia  voctcov  OTYjaag  orrXoiq  'YyiE'/fiq, 
So^av  iXcov  TcoXXoiv  ou  Tuy^,  aXXa  te/vy). 

VII.  135 
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DIOGENES  TO  CHARON 
Pilot  of  hell,  whom  mourning  cheers,  by  whom 

The  dead  on  Acheron's  yav/ning  tide  are  oared, 
Though  laden  deep  with  ghosts  and  scant  of  room, 

Diogenes  the  Cynic  take  on  board. 
I  come  with  staff  and  bottle,  cloak  and  scrip. 

And  coin  for  passage-money  have  I  one. 
All  that  I  owned  in  life  I  bring  to  ship, 

And  nothing  have  I  left  beneath  the  sun. 

ANAXAGORAS 

Here  Anaxagoras  lies. 
Whose  search  for  nature's  truth  profound 
Passed  onward  to  the  utmost  bound 

Of  the  eternities. 

EPICHARMUS 
As  stars  before  the  mighty  sun  are  quelled. 

As  rivers  in  a  boundless  sea  are  drowned, 
So  Epicharmus  all  the  wise  excelled — 

He  whom  his  birthplace  Syracuse  here  crowned. 

HIPPOCRATES 
Here  lies  the  Coan  leech,  Hippocrates, 

Scion  of  Phoebus'  line,  whose  arms  prevailed 
In  many  a  war  for  Health  against  Disease, 

Who  victor  not  by  chance  but  skill  was  hailed. 
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KAAAIMAXOT 
El'-a?  "HAIE  XAIPE  KAz6y.{i6-oqoi'\j.^py.y.UK>-:r,c, 

y]ku~'  019'  u<|/-/]Aou  -:ziyeo<;  zic,  'AtSav,    ■ 
a^iov  ouSsv  IScbv  OavdcTou  y.ixy.ov,  'r}  to  IlXaTcovo? 
Ev,  TO  TTcpl  ^J;u)^y;<;,  yp<xii[i  dvaXe^ajjisvo?. 

VII.  471 
AIONYSIOT  KYZIKHNOT 
np'/]UTepov  yvipocc  CT£,  y.al  ou  xaTa  voucoc  ajjiaoprj 

eaPeosv  £:'jv/)0-/;(;  8'  uttvov  69£tX6ij.£vov, 
axpa  jji.£pijj!.v/;oa(;,  'EpaToaSsvsc'  ouSs  Kupr^vr, 

fiaidc  as  iraTpcpcov  evtoc  eSsxto  tocowv. 

'AyXaou  uie'  9iXo£;  Ss  xat  ev  ^sivf;  x.ExaXu^^ai. 

Trap  toSe  IlpcoT-^o^  xpacrrsSov  alyiaXou. 

VII.  78 
AIONYSIOT  POAIOT 
Ilpca'iot;,  dXXa  ttoOeivoc  oaoi  ttoXiv  'laXucoio 

vatofjLEV,  elq  ArjO"/;?  -ixpov  siSuq  izzAocYoq, 
8ps<J;dji.£voq  ao9L-/]v  oXiyov  ypovov  dia.91  Ss  TUfjilico 

O£io  xal  axXauToi  yXauxsq  sGevto  yoov, 
OatvoxpiT'"  ouSev  6[j.o!,ov  ETr£aoo(j!.Evoiai.v  dotSoi; 
96£yEETai,  dvOpcoirouc  a/pi.  9£pcoGt  ttoSs?. 

VII.  716 
AAESnOTON 
*F7)X£t  xal  Tr£Tp-/]v  6  ttoXu?  ypovoq,  ouSs  atSrjpou 

9£iSETai,,  dXXd  [iiji  tcocvt'  oX^xei  SpsTudvfl" 
to<;  xal  AaspTao  t(SS'  r^plov,  8  cyzSbv  dxTa? 

(3ai6v  (JCTTO,  ^''Jy.pWV  XElj^ETai  1^  uetcov. 

ouvojjLa  (ji-}]v  '/)pcooc  dsl  veov  ou  ydp  doiSd? 
djjLJSXuvE'.v  aicov,  xr,v  eBeX"/],  SuvaTai. 

VII.  225 
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CLEOMBROTUS'  DEATH 
He  cried  aloud,  'O  sunlight,  fare  thee  well!' 
And  from  a  lofty  tower  leapt  down  to  hell: 
No  woe  worth  death  he  found,  but  read  a  scroll — 
The  book  that  Plato  wrote  about  the  soul. 

ERATOSTHENES 
No  dark  disease,  but  gently  dealing  age 

Hath  dimmed  thee.  Now,  thy  noble  pondering  o'er,. 
The  doom  of  slumber  lulls  thine  eyes,  O  sage! 

And  though  thou  rest  amid  thy  sires  no  more, 
A  strange  land  gives  thee  friendly  heritage 

Here  by  the  margin  of  the  sounding  shore. 

PHAENOCRITUS 
O  bard  beloved  of  all  lalysus, 
Sunk  in  the  sea  of  death  untimely  thus ! 
A  little  while  you  gathered  wisdom's  fruit: 
Now  owls  about  your  tomb  unrecking  hoot: 
But  time  to  come  shall  never  bring  to  birth 
Such  song  as  yours,  while  mankind  tread  the  earth. 

LAERTES 
Time  crumbles  rocky  cliffs  and  steel  away: 

Before  his  scythe  all  things  soever  wane. 
Even  thus  Laertes'  tomb  within  the  bay 

Wastes  and  decays  beneath  the  chilly  rain; 
Yet  is  the  hero's  glory  never  gray, 

While  ages  strive  to  dull  his  song  in  vain. 
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nOMnHIOT  NEDTEPOT 

'H  -6  xaXov  xal  Traaiv  epaajjuov  dv8T)CTxaa, 

y)  pLouvT]  XapiTwv  Xsipia  Sps'iafjisvTj, 
ouxETi  /puCTOxaXivov  6pa  Sp6[jt,ov  -/jeXioio 

Aatc,  ey.oi[i.ri6-/j  8'  uttvov  6q3£iX6(X£vov, 
y.wixou?,  xai  xa  vswv  J^-/}Xa)[i,aTa,  xal  -:a  ttoGsuvtcov 

xviofJiaTa,  xal  pi'jctttjv  X'j/vov  a7r£i7ra[i.£vY). 

VII.  219 

ANTinATPOY  SIAQNIOT 

Ty]v  xal  ajj-a  xpuaw  xal  aXoupyiSi.,  xal  auv  "Epcori 

6pu7rTO[i.£V/)v,  cxTraXvi?  KuTipiSoi;  aPpoT£pav 
AaiS'  r/o),  TroXiviTiv  aXiJ^covoio  KopivOou, 

neip/jv/ji;  Xeuxcov  9ai.8poT£pav  Xi^aScov, 
T-/]v  Ov^-r/jv  KuOspsiav,  £9'  fj  [i\>-i]Gzripzc,  ayauol, 

ttXeIove?  r,  vu[j1.97]?  £l'v£xa  TuvSapiSo^, 
8zzt:t6[izvoi.  /ap'.Tai;  ts  xal  cbvT,T-riV  a9poSl~/]V 

■/ji;  xal  ur'  eucoSei  -:u[jL[io(;  oScoSe  xpoxco, 

f,q  ETl  XTjCOEVTI.  (JLUptp  TO  8ia[3pO/OV  OOTEUV, 

xal  XiTiapal  0u6ev  aaO^xa  TivEouai  xojjiar 
v)(;  ETTi,  xaXov  a[i,u^£  xaxa  p£0o<;  'A9poY£VEi,a, 

xal  yospov  XuCtov  saTOvax'/^aEv  "Epcoi;. 
El  S*  ou  TTayxotvov  SouXr,v  Oeto  xspSsoi;  euvyjv, 

'EXXac;  ocv,  Cic  'EXsv/]?,  TvioS'  uttep  Io/e  ttovov. 

VII  218 
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LAIS 
Low  now  the  bloom  of  love  and  beauty  wanes, 

Who  held  alone  all  lilies  of  delight, 
Nor  sees  the  sun  shake  out  his  golden  reins, 

But  sleeps  the  destined  slumber  in  the  night, 
Bidding  farewell  to  wooer's  jealous  pains. 

Caress  and  revel  and  the  mystic  light. 


LAIS 
Lais,  who,  robed  in  gold  and  purple,  played 

With  passion  and  in  dainty  dalliance  shone, 
Lies  here,  sea-girlded  Corinth's  lovely  maid. 

Fairer  than  all  the  founts  of  Helicon. 
Her,  like  a  goddess,  princely  wooers  sought — 

Yea,  more  than  ever  thronged  to  Helen's  bowers- 
Plucking  the  bloom  of  love  for  money  bought. 
And  still  her  tomb  doth  breathe  of   scented 
flowers, 
Her  mouldering  bones  are  fresh  with  frankincense, 

Her  tender  locks  smell  sweet  with  spikenard; 
Desire  doth  mourn  refusing  condolence. 
And  love's  sad  queen  her  comely  face  hath 
marred. 
Had  Lais  not  for  silver  thralled  her  charms. 
All  Hellas,  as  for  Helen,  would  have  clashed  in 
arms. 
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ANTinATPOT  SIAQNIOY 

"Opvi,  At.6(;  KpoviSao  SiaxTope,  tsu  xapiv  ecttk? 

yopyo?  uTTsp  [xeydcAou  tujxI^ov  '  ApicrTOjJisvouq; 

ayyeXXco  [xspoTTsaaLv  66'  ouvsxsv  oaaov  apiarot; 

oicijvcov  ysvofjiav,  toctctov  68'  r/iGscov. 
SsiXai  -oi  SeiXoToiv  ir^zBpiiGaouai  TtsXeiat.' 
(Xjjifxs!;  S'  azpiaroiq  avSpaai  TspTtojxsOa. 

VII.  161 
AIOTIMOT 
OuSs  >icov  tot;  Ssivo?  sv  o-jpsaiv,  <!>!;  6  Mixojvoc 

uibq  Kpivayopr,;  sv  aax-scov  -a-ayco. 
si  8k  xaXu[J.iJ,'  oXiyov,  ur,  [ihiozry  [J-ixpoc  6  yojpoq, 
aXX'  avSpa;  -oXI[jLou  rXr/JLOvac  oISs  pspsiv. 

VII.  227 
MNA2AAK0T 
O't'Ss  TTOcTpav,  TToXuSaxpuv  etc'  auxevt  Seatxov  s/ouoav, 

puofjisvoi,,  Svo9£pxv  d(i.9£['iaXovTO  xoviv 
apvuv-rai  S'  apsTai;  alvov  [xsyav.  dcXXdc  Tit;  aciTfov 
ToucS'  e<;iScbv  Gvicrxsiv  xXaTco  uTisp  TraTpiSo;;. 

VII.  242 
rAITOTAIKOT 
~Q.  Xpovs,  TTavToicov  Ov/)"oi^  TravsrricjxoTrs  SaTjaov, 

(StyyEXo?  Yj^ASTspoiv  T:ao!,  ysvou  TraOscov" 
Gj?  ispav  aco^siv  TrsipojtjLsvo!,  'EXXaSa  -/cbpr,v, 

BoiWTWV  xXeIVjIC  Ov/)CTX.OIJLiV  sv  SaTTsSoLC. 

v[i.245 
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ARISTOMENES 
Why  on  this  tomb  of  Aristomenes, 

Eagle,  thou  bird  of  heaven,  dost  thou  stand? 
As  I  am  king  of  birds,  this  sign  decrees 

He  was  the  kingliest  man  of  all  on  land. 
On  craven's  tomb  may  sit  a  craven  dove: 
None  but  the  dauntless  warrior  has  my  love. 

A  WARRIOR 
No  mountain  lion  ever  raged  in  fight 

So  fierce  as  Micon's  son  in  clash  of  shields. 
Small  is  his  country — as  his  tomb  is  slight — 

Yet  mighty  are  the  men  of  war  it  yields. 

FOR  COUNTRY 
To  save  their  country  from  a  yoke  of  shame 

These  warriors  lie  in  dust  and  darkness  clad. 
Let  all  who  see  their  rich  reward  of  fame 

Resolve  to  die  for  country  and  be  glad. 

FOR  FREEDOM 
O  Time,  whose  vision  searches  all  the  sphere 

Of  mortal  man, 
Go  tell  the  world  of  what  befell  us  here: 
How  we  to  keep  our  country  clear  of  stain 

Fought  in  the  van 
And  on  Boeotia's  storied  soil  were  slain. 
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SIMaNIAOT 

~Q,  ^eiv',  ocYYeiXov  AaxeSaifjLovioi?  oTt  xfiSe 
x£i[X£0a,  TOi?  xeivoiv  p7][ji.aoi,  ttsiOom-evoi, 

VII.  249 

SIMQNIAOT 

'Ax[i.5(;  eoraxutav  sttI  ^upou  'EXXaSa  Tiaaav 
TaT?  auTdiv  "I'^zaTq  xsijisOa  puadcfjievoi. 

vn.250 
SIMQNIAOY 
"Aa^eoTOv  xXeoi;  ol'Se  91X7;  rrepl  rratptSi  Osvtei; 

xutxvEov  OavdcTou  dcfxcpePaXovTO  ve90(;. 
O'jSs  TcSvaai  GavovTEi;,  ir.zl  go  apexY]  xaOuTrspOev 
xuSaivoua'  avayei  ScofxaTOi;  e^  'AtSsco. 

VII.  251 
AAHAON 
El?  '  A'tSr^v  lOeta  xaT-/]Xuai(;,  sit'  octt'  '  ASyjvcov 

(jTEiy^OL?,  eixe  vsxui;  vicosai  ex  Mepov];;. 
{/.Y)  ae  Y*  ocviQCTco  nizpriq  i5c7io  tt^Xs  9av6vTa- 
navToSev  el?  6  9epcov  zlq '  A'i8-/]v  avsfjioi;. 

X.  3 
KAAAIMAXOY 
"095X5  [xtqS'  eyEvovTO  Ooal  vee?"  ou  yap  av  •y][i.eT(; 
TiaiSa  AioxXsiSo'j  ScottoXiv  EOTSvopiEV 

VUV  S'6  JJEV  ElV  aXl  TTOU  OEpSXai,  VEXUt;"  OCVtI  8'    EXEtVOU 

oOvo[j,a  xal  xeveov  aoLyLCH  Trapsp'/o^tsQa- 

VII.  271 
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THERMOPYLAE 
Go,  stranger,  and  at  Sparta  say, 

Here  is  our  grave: 

The  word  she  gave 
We  heard  and  we  obey. 

THERMOPYLAE 
When  Hellas  stood  upon  the  edge  of  doom, 
We  died  to  save  her,  and  this  is  our  tomb. 

THERMOPYLAE 
These  for  the  glory  of  their  country's  name 

Let  death's  dark  shadow  fold  about  their  head. 
Yet  is  their  death  no  death — their  valour's  fame 

Bringing  them  back  for  ever  from  the  dead. 

VOYAGE  TO  DEATH 
Straight  runs  your  course  to  death,  whether  you  roam 

From  Athens,  or  from  Meroe  speed  your  ghost. 
Fret  not  at  thought  of  dying  far  from  home: 

All  winds  will  waft  your  sails  to  that  dark  coast. 

A  SAILOR'S  GRAVE 

0  would  that  no  such  things  as  ships  were  known! 
So  had  we  not  for  Sopolis  to  weep. 
Whose  body  tosses  somewhere  on  the  deep. 

Whose  name  and  empty  tomb  is  all  we  own. 
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APXIOY  BTZANTIOT 

OuSe  vsxut;,  \)tx.\)-qybq  ettI  /_06va  QripiQ  IXaoOslt; 

xupiaciv,  aypuTTVcov  Xyjcjopiai  rj'iovcov. 
•^  yap  aXtpprixTOi?  utto  Ssipaatv,  dY/60i,  ttovtou 

Su?[jL£V£0(;,  ^sivou  /spolv  exupoa  Ta90u. 
aisl  Ss  PpopisovTa,  xal  ev  vsxusaai,  SaXtxaarjC 

6  xXrjjjLtov  atoi  Souttov  aTr£y_06[i.£vov. 
fjioyOcov  ouS'  'AiSy]^  [jl£  xaTE'jvaaev,  yjvixa  [iouvot; 
ouSs  0avd)V  XeiT)  x£xX',p.at,  'riauylji. 

VII.  278 
rAAYKOY  NIKOnOAITOT 
0\)  xovi?,  ouS'  oXiyov  Tzi-:pr^q  Pdcpo?,  aXX'  'EpaaiTTTiou 

y]V  ei^opat;  auTY]  Traax  OdcXaaaaTacpoq. 
coXeto  yap  ouv  vr]t"  toc  S'  ooxsa  ttou  ttot'  exeivou 
:ru0ETai,  al0uiai?  yvcoaxa  pLovait;  evettelv. 

VII.  285 
ANTinATPOT 
Kai  vExuv  dcTTpYjuvToi;  ocvitjctei  (jls  OaXacraa, 

A'JOIV,  Ep-/][Xa['/)  XpUTTTOV  UTIO  OTTlXdcSl, 

oTpr^vEi;  dcsl  9ojv£UCTa  Trap'  ouart,,  xal  Tuapa  xwcpov 
CTYJiJia.  Ti  ^',  civ0pco7ro!.,  tyjSe  TtapcpxtaaxE, 

ri  TTVO!.?]!;  yrt-jpoioz,  tov  oux  ettI  9opTiSi  v/)'l' 
EfXTTopov,  aXX'  oXiyTji;  vauxtXov  EipEotY)? 

0v;xa|jL£v/5  vau'/)y6v;  6  S'  sx  7r6vTOLo  [iaxeutov 
^ojYiv,  ex  7r6vxoy  xal  [i,6pov  elXxuaa[j!,-/]v. 

VII.  287 
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SEA-HAUNTED 
Though  I  am  dead,  my  body  tossed  ashore, 
I  cannot  quit  me  of  the  breakers'  roar. 
Below  this  storm-swept  cliff  beside  the  sea 
Some  stranger  hand  hath  made  a  tomb  for  me: 
And  ever  I  hear,  even  where  the  dead  men  sleep, 
The  hated  thunder  of  the  surging  deep. 
The  grave  lulls  not  my  pain  nor  brings  release: 
Alone  of  all  I  find  in  death  no  peace. 

LOST  AT  SEA 
Not  under  earth  or  scanty  pile  of  stones 

He  lies,  but  buried  in  wide  ocean's  flow. 
He  perished  with  his  barque:  but  where  his  bones 

Lie  mouldering,  none  but  the  seamews  know. 

PLAINT  OF  THE  SEA 
The  waves  unmerciful,  though  I  am  dead. 

Still  vex  me  here  beneath  this  lonely  bluff: 
Though  deaf  my  tomb,  they  roar  about  my  head. 

Why  set  me  here?  Have  I  not  had  enough? 
No  merchant  I  with  laden  argosy, 

But  plied  with  oars  a  little  mariner's  yawl, 
Yet  suffered  wreck.  Thus  seeking  from  the  sea 

My  living,  from  the  sea  my  death  I  haul. 
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ANTIOIAOY 

OuTco  Tiao'  dcTToXcoXs,  YEtoTTovs,  PcoXoi;  dcpoTpoL?; 

TiSf]  xal  -zu^i^ouq  vfoToParouai.  (iosi;, 
7]  S'  uvii;  £v  vexueacj!,.  zl  tol  TtXsov;  t)  ttooo?  outoc; 

TTupoc,  6v  Ix  T£9pT,(;  xoi)  yQowq  apTraasTs; 
oux  alel  !^7)CT£(J0£,  xal  upisa?  aXXo?  apcoost, 

ToiTjq  dp^afiEvout;  Traai  xaxoa-opr^?. 

VII.  175 

ANTIOIAOT 

Ou/  OTl  [XE  96l[JLEVOV  XviSo^  XlTTEV,  EvOdSs  X£l[J,ai 

YU(i.v6(;  UTTEp  yaiT,?  7rupo96poio  vexu^' 
Tap/u6rjV  ydp  sycb  to  T^piv  roTS,  vuv  S'  dpoTyjpoc 

/Epal  aiS'/jpEiT)  [x'  e^ExuXicEv  uvi^' 
7]  pa  xaxcov  OdvaTov  ti,^  EpEi  Xuaiv,  ottttot'  sfjisio, 

^ELVE,  tteXel  TTaOscov  uaTaTov  ouSs  Td90(;; 

VII.  176 

STATTAAIOT  OAAKKOT 
AaiXarua  xal  (jLaviTjv  oXofiq  Tzporpuyo-^xa.  GaXaacr/)? 
vauTQydv,  Ai[3uxaT^  xeljjlevov  ev  tj;a[jia0oi(;, 

oux  ^>ta?  "AjlOVCOV,  TTUpLaTW  ^E^lap'/lfXEVOV  UTTVW, 

yu(jiv6v,  d7t6  OTuyEprif;  (oi;  xa(J.E  vau96opi'/)^, 
SxxavE  X'jypoi;  sx^.  xt  tJidT/)v  ^poi;  xufxax'  e[jl6x0£|., 
TYjv  ^Tri,  yvji;  9Euya>v  [j-oipav  69Ei,Xo(X£vrjv; 

VII.  290 
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A  GRAVEYARD  PLOWED 
What,  plowman,  is  no  loam-land  left  to  break? 
Your  oxen  through  the  graves  their  furrow  make. 
And  move  the  dead.  What  gain?  or  what  is  worth 
Your  harvest  won  from  ashes,  not  from  earth? 
But  you  shall  die,  and  then,  as  others  learn 
Your  evil  tillage,  shall  be  plowed  in  turn. 


A  BURIAL  DISTURBED 
Not  at  my  death  was  I  by  kindred  spurned, 

Nor  body  thrown  upon  the  cornland  bare: 
Well  coffined  was  I,  but  the  plowers  turned 

And  cast  me  upward  with  their  iron  share. 
No  more  say  'Death  ends  trouble,'  seeing  doom 
Hath  made  my  suffering  last  beyond  the  tomb. 


DESTINY 
Saved  from  a  shipwreck  on  the  raging  deep 

All  naked  on  the  Libyan  strand  he  lay — 
Just  as  he  toiled  ashore — in  heavy  sleep, 

And  there  a  serpent  slew  him  by  the  bay. 
Fighting  against  the  sea,  ill  did  he  speed 
To  shun  his  doom  upon  the  land  decreed. 
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AAAAIOT  MITTAHNAIOT 

'0  YpiTreu?  AioTLfio^,  6  xufxaotv  oXxaSa  JTKJTifjv, 

x-/]v  xQovl  TY]v  auT-/)v  olxov  eycov  7revi-if)(;, 
■vYjYpsTov  uTTvcjoa?,  Tov  djjieiXixov  Ixto  npot;  "AiStqv 

auTepsTYji;,  ISiv]  vy]t  xo(XiC6jjt.evo?. 
■J^v  yap  eye  CcoYJ?  TrapajzuGiov,  eaxev  6  TrpeaPu? 
xal  (p0t[jievoi;  ti\)\i<x~o^  Ttupxal'yjt;  otpsXo?. 

VII.  305 


nATAOY   2IAENTIAPI0Y 

Ouvopidc (Jiot . .  TL 8e TouTo;  TraTpl<; Si [loi .  Aqri Be touto; 

xXeivou  8'  ei[JLl  ysvouf;.  el  yap  a9aupoTaTou, 
J^r]aa(;  IvSd^ox;  ^Xitcov  (iiov.  el  yap  dSo^cot;; 

xei[Jiat,  8'  evOdSe  vuv  .  .  tI?  xlvt  xaura  X^yeii;; 

VII.  307 

AOYKIANOT 
nai8d  (xe  Trevxaer/^pov,  ax-r^Sea  0'j[x6v  e^ovxa, 

v7)Xeiv)(;  'At8Y)<;  •/^pTtaoe,  KaXX[ji,a;(ov. 
dXXd  [It  [17]  xXaloi;-  xal  ydp  (3i,6toi,o  [leriaxov 
Tra'jpou,  xal  Traupwv  tcov  P'-droio  xaxcov. 

VII.  308 
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A  POOR  FISHER 
A  fisher  had  a  trusty  boat 
Which  kept  him  ever  safe  afloat; 
It  made  his  cabin  on  the  beach — 
The  best  his  penury  could  reach. 

Then  when  he  slept  to  wake  no  more, 
Deathward  his  unreturning  oar 
His  own  hand  plied,  his  own  ship  sped 
Across  the  river  of  the  dead. 

That  craft,  the  old  man's  lifelong  friend, 
Did  loyal  service  to  the  end: 
For  when  men  fain  would  build  his  pyre, 
It  was  the  boat  that  made  the  fire. 

NAMELESS 
My  name?  ...  no  matter  .  . .  Country?  . . .  idle  sound. 

My  birth  was  brilliant — or,  if  sprung  from  gloom, 
I  lived  and  died  renowned.  If  unrenowned — 

Here  lie  my  bones.  Who  is  it  speaks?  To  whom? 


A  CHILD'S  DEATH 
At  five  years  old — my  heart  all  free  from  care — 

Death  laid  his  hand  upon  me  pitiless. 
Mourn  not:  of  life  I  had  but  little  share, 

Yet  had  I  little  part  in  life's  distress. 
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AAESnOTON 
rrjpai  xal  ttevitq  TeTpu[jt.svo(;,  ouS'  opsyovTOi; 

ouSsvoi;  (xvOpcoTTOo  8\)qToyj.-fiq  epavov, 
Totq  Tpo[xepoT(;  xcoXoioiv  67Tr]>.uGov  -Pipsfxa  TU[i.[iov, 

eupoiv  ol^upoij  TEp[j.a  ^oXit;  Pioxou. 
■/]XXax6rj  S'  ett'  efiol  vexucov  voji-ot;-  ou  yap  eGvtjGxov 
TcpcoTov,  etcei-t'  ETacp'iTjv  aXXa  Ta9El(;  IGavov. 

VII.  336 

HPAKAEIAOY  SINOnEQS 

AatXa^*  xal  ttoXu  xi)(ji.a,  xal  dvroXal  'Apxroopoio, 
xal  axoTOi;,  Alyaiou  t'  olSfxa  xaxov  TrsXayEut;, 

xaiJO'  apia  ttocvO'  exux'/jasv  e[xr;V  vea-  rpi/Oa  Ss  xXaaQsl? 
larbc,  ofjLou  cpopxco  xa[ji£  xdcXuij^E  !3u9cp. 

vauTjyov  xXaiotre  Trap'  aiyiaXotot,  yovvjei;, 
TXTjaifjiEVf)  xco9rjV  aT-zjoajxEvot  XiOaxa. 

VII.  392 

EPTKIOT  0ETTAAOT 

Ou/  oSe  SEiXalot;  Sarupou  Ta90<;,  ouS'  utto  TauTrj, 
<!)(;  "koyoq,  Euv/)Tai,  rrupxaif)  Saxupot;. 

dXX'  El  TtOU  TlVa  TTOVTOV  dxOUUETE,  TTlXpOV  EXEIVOV, 

Tov  TTsXai;  alyov6[ji,ou  xXut^ofXEvov  MuxdXa:;, 
XEivcp  Siv-/)evTL  xal  aTpuysTtp  eti  xEipiat 
uSaxi,  (xai.vo(XEvcp  [xe|ji.96[Xevo(;  Bopif). 

VII.  397 
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A  POOR  OLD  MAN 
Worn  out  by  age  and  want,  and  in  my  doom 

By  not  a  single  pitying  soul  relieved, 
With  palsied  limbs  I  reached  the  sheltering  tomb, 

The  end  of  grievous  life  at  last  achieved. 
Death — then  the  grave:  but  custom  was  defied 
In  me,  as  from  a  living  grave  I  died. 


SHIPWRECKED 
A  stormy  star,  night,  and  a  whirlwind  blast 

With  ocean  billows  rolling  mountain-wise 
O'erwhelmed  my  barque,  breaking  in  three  my  mast, 

And  foundered  me  with  all  my  merchandise. 
Father  and  mother!  make  on  shore  your  moan. 
And  set  to  mark  my  wreck  a  voiceless  stone. 


DEATH  AT  SEA 
Not  here  my  ashes  are  or  hapless  tomb, 

Nor,  as  the  writing  runs,  doth  Satyrus  sleep. 
But  where  you  hear  the  mournful  surges  boom 

And  Mycale's  pastured  headland  spurns  the  deep, 
There  am  I  whirled  amid  the  barren  tide 
Unresting,  while  the  northern  wind  I  chide. 
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AAHAON 

Mt)  [iz  Qooic,  xuSicre  Tiapsp/so  xupLJBov  oSixa, 

ooTctiv  dxoLiJLYjTot.!;  TToacl  xsXsuOoTTops' 
Sspxcfxevot;  S'  IpsstvE,  Tt?  75  ttoGev;  'Appioviav  yap 

yvcbaeai, '?;(;  yevs-/]  XapiTTSTai  ev  Msydcpoi?. 
Travxa  yap,  oaoa  ppoToiat,  9£p£!.  xXeo^,  tjEv  ISecrOai, 

euysvi'/^v  lpy.~/]v,  rfizy.,  aa)9p0(jijvr,v. 
Tor/]<;  TU[Ji,pov  aOp'/jaov  £<;  oupaviaq  yap  axaprrou? 

^lu/Y]  TraTTTatvei  acofj,'  aTcoS'joaiJLev/). 

vn.  337 
ANTinATPOT 
Oux  oIS'  e'l  Aiovuaov  ovoaaojjiat,,  ?)  Aioi;  oiji^pov 

(ji.e[jL'^o[j.'"  6Xia6-/]pol  S'  el?  rroSa?  a(i.96T£poi. 
aypoOs  yap  xaxiovra  HoXu^evov  ex  ttote  Saixoc 

xu[jLpoi;  EX^!.  yXio/pwv  E^sptTrovxa  X6(^(x>^). 
XEixai  S'  AloXiSo?  S[xupv-/)(;  sxa^.  aXXa  riq  6p(pv/]q 

SElpLaiVOt  fi.£0UCOV  dxpaTTOV  U£Xir;V. 

VII.  398 
ZHNA  SAPAIANOY 
Tuxpdv  CTEU  xe9aXa(;  ETra[i.7)oo[jLat  alyiaXTxiv 

6tva  xaxa  xpuspou  '/z^j6l[izvoc,  vsxuot;' 
00  ydp  asu  [J.'^x-/]p  sTTixufjiPia  xcoxuoucra 

eISev  dXt^avxov  gov  [xopov  slvdcXiov 
dXXd  a'  Ep7][j.aioi  xe  xal  a^Eivoi  TrXaxaptcivE^ 

Ss^avx'  Alyair^i;  ysLXOvEt;  yj'iovoc;" 
wax'  ^)(E  ^^v  ^^ocpidOou  [jiopiov  [Bpaxu,  tcouXu  8^  Saxpu, 

^Eiv',  ETTEl  tlQ  oXor^V  sSpajJlEt;  EplTTOpi'/JV. 

VII.  404 
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HARMONIA 
Haste  not,  good  traveller,  from  my  tomb  to  turn 

Speeding  with  restless  footstep  on  your  way. 
Ask  of  my  name:  Harmonia,  you  shall  learn, 

Whose  line  for  splendour  famed  in  Megara  lay. 
All  things  she  had  that  make  a  life  renowned — 

Great  heart,  high  mind,  &  sweetly  tempered  pride. 
This  is  her  tomb:  her  soul  is  heavenward  bound, 

The  vesture  of  the  body  cast  aside. 

A  FALL 
Was  it  the  wine,  I  wonder,  or  the  rain? 

Both  one  and  other  make  the  feet  to  trip. 
Fresh  from  a  feast  he  trod  a  mountain  lane, 

And  died,  as  from  the  cliff  he  made  a  slip. 
Far  from  his  Smyrna  lies  he.  Men  in  drink 
Were  wise  at  dark  from  rainy  roads  to  shrink. 

A  FRIENDLY  BURIAL 
Cold  sand  above  thy  head  here  by  the  surge 

To  shroud  thy  chilly  form  I  heap  and  pour. 
No  mother  stood  beside  to  chant  thy  dirge. 

Nor  knew  the  sea  had  cast  thee  dead  ashore. 
But  only  this  unfriendly  beach  and  drear 

Welcomed  thee  here,  where  ocean  billows  sound: 
So  take  thy  mite  of  sand  and  many  a  tear, 

O  friend,  whose  barque  to  mart  of  death  was  bound. 
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TTMNEQ 

T6v  TCapapdcvTa  v6[i.ou(;  Aaptdcxpiov  exTave  [iaxTjp 

a  AaxESatfxovta  tov  AaxsSaiiJLoviov. 
0-/}xt6v  S'  £v  7rpo[3oXa  OsjjiEva  ^icpot;,  eIttsv,  oSovxa 

o^uv  IttlPpuxouo',  ola  Aaxaiva  yuvdc. 
eppe  xaxov  CTX'jXax£U(i.a,  xaxcx  (XEpiq,  sppe  7ro6'  "AtSav, 
spps'  TOV  ou  "Lnixpvxq  a^iov  ouS'  erexov. 

VII.  433 
AI02K0PIA0Y 

Elc;  S7]"io>v  7r£[i4'°"^°'  X6/ou(;  Av^^aiveTV]  oxxw 

TraiSat;,  utto  o-rrikfi  ■KOLvxaq  iQaTzze  [iia.. 
Saxpua  S'  oux  spp'/)?'  sttI  TTsvOeaw  dcXXa toS'  elTcev 

[xouvov  Iw  STrapra,  ctoI  xexva  xaux'  sxsxov. 

VII.  434 
HrEMONOS 
EI'ttoi  tic;  Trapa  xu^^ov  lojv  dysXaaxoq  oSixa? 

xoux'  srroi;"  oyScoxovx'  IvOaSs  [jLupi,aSa(; 
STuapxat;  x^^''^'-  avSps?  zTziayo^  X-/][i.ax!,  Hepcitov, 

xal  Odcvov  ocCTxpETTTei"  Afopio^  a  pLsXsxa. 


VII.  436 


AEQNIAA 
Mapcovl?  7)  9iXoivo(;,  ■/)  ttiOcov  ottoSoc;, 

evxaCOa  xeixaL  ypvjut;,  '^(;  urrep  xa90u 
yvcoaxov  -poxsixai  ttSctiv  'Axtixt]  xuXt^. 
OTZvzi  Se  xal  ya?  vepGsv,  ou/  u^i^p  xexvcov, 
ouS'  dcvSpoc;,  oui;  XeXotTiEV  evSeei?  (Jtou. 
£v  S'  avxl  -avxcov,  ouvex'  ^  xuXt^  xev/j. 
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A  SPARTAN  MOTHER 
He  sinned  against  his  country's  law  and  died, 

A  Spartan  slain  by  Spartan  mother's  hand. 
Clenching  her  teeth  she  plunged  the  sword  &  cried 

In  words  that  Spartan  women  understand — 
'Out,  out,  ill  cub,  ill  bantling,  out  on  thee! 
For  Sparta's  shame  was  never  born  of  me.' 

EIGHT  WARRIOR  SONS 
Eight  sons  she  sent  to  fight  against  the  foe. 

And  buried  all  within  a  single  grave: 
Quoth  she,  with  never  a  tear  to  mark  her  woe, 

'To  thee,  dear  Sparta,  these  my  sons  I  gave.' 

THE  PERSIAN  WAR 
Pass,  pilgrim,  by  this  tomb  with  awe,  and  say, 

'Eight  hundred  thousand  Persians  here  in  line 
A  thousand  Spartans  died  to  hold  at  bay. 

Unflinching.  'Twas  their  Dorian  discipline.' 

A  WOMAN  DRINKER 
Here  gammer  Maronis,  bibber  of  wine. 
Who  made  fat  casks  to  wither  and  pine, 
Lies  buried,  and  on  her  tomb  for  sign 
Is  standing  a  cup  of  Attic  design. 

Now  under  the  ground  she  weeps  to  think 
Not  of  sons  or  husband  on  misery's  brink: 
For  all  her  sorrows  have  but  one  link — 
That  cup  holds  never  a  drop  to  drink. 
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HPAKAHTOT 

'A  xovi?  apTtojtaTTTO^,  ettI  aTaAa<;  Si;  [XETcoTrcov 

aeiovxai  9uXXcov  ■q[iiQoLkzi(;  aTi<px\>oi. 
Ypa[jt.pia  Siay.pivavTEi;,  oSotTrope,  TTSTpov  I'Scofxev, 

Xeupa  TiepiaTeXXstv  oaxsa  cpocrl  tivo?. 
SsTv',  'Ap£T/)(jLia;  sijxi.'  Trarpa  KviSoi;"  Euq)povo?  v;A0ov 

e'k;  Xsyoj;'  coSivcov  oux  aixopo^  ysvojiav 
Siaaa  S'  ofzou  TixTouaa,  to  [xev  Xlttov  dcvSpl  rroS'/jyov 

y/jpa)(;"  sv  S'  a-ayco  ptvafJLoouvov  rcooioc. 

VII.  465 

AEQNIAA 

~A  Seia'  'AvtlxXeic.  SeiXtj  S'  eyw  7)  tov  ev  t^Py]? 

dxijiTi  xal  [iouvov  -aiSa  -'jpcoaocijisv/], 
6xTo>xai.S£X£T-/)?  6(;  aTccoXso,  -rsxvov  eyw  Se 

opcpavtov  xXatco  yvjpa?  6Supo[j.£vr^. 
Pairjv  El?  "AiSo<;  axiEpov  86[xov"  outs  [jlo!.  yjoj? 

tiSeT',  out'  dxTti;  coxsot;  yjeXiou. 
d  SeiX'  'AvtixXeic,  [jLE[i.op7;fj!.£VE,  -evOeo?  £17]:; 

trjTYjp,  ll,OiriC,  EX  [XE  XOpLlCicd[i,£VO;. 

VII.  466 
SAnOOTS 
Ti,[xdSo(;  ocSe  xovi?,  xdv  St]  7rp6  yd[xoio  Oavouoav 

Ss^aTo  0£pa£96va5  xudvEo:;  0dXa[i.o£;, 

at;  xal  a.Tio(pQi[iivy.c,  Traaat  vEoOayi.  aiSdpco 

dXixE?  t^EpTckv  xpaTo:;  eOevto  x6ji.av. 

VII.  489 
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TWIN  CHILDREN 
Fresh  dug  the  ground,  and  on  the  pillar's  face 

Half-withered  wreaths  are  shaking  down  their 
bloom. 
Come,  traveller,  let  us  gaze,  the  legend  trace, 

And  learn  whose  bones  are  coffered  in  this  tomb, 
'My  name  is  Aretemias,  Euphron's  wife. 

Childbed  I  knew  and,  bringing  twins  to  birth. 
Left  one,  my  husband's  prop  in  after  life, 

And  took  one,  his  remembrance,  under  earth. ' 

A  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

Woe  for  my  son,  and  woe  for  me — to  burn 

My  son,  my  only  son,  dead  in  his  prime. 
Lost  in  his  youth!  And  I  to  sorrow  turn. 

Mourning  alone  till  age  shall  end  my  time. 
0  for  the  house  of  darkness!  Morning  glow 

Nor  radiant  sunshine  now  can  bring  me  joy. 
0  take  me!  be  physician  to  my  woe 

And  lead  me  hence  to  share  thy  doom,  my  boy. 

TIMAS 
Here  Timas  lies  who  died  before  she  wed, 

And  in  Persephone's  dark  chamber  slept. 

Her  fellow-maidens  mourning  for  her  kept, 
Shearing  the  splendid  tresses  from  their  head. 
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ANTinATPOT 

AoLinc,  6  NuaocEUi;  ilrx/Jj  axacpoi;  Ix  ttote  ttiSvtou 
Moviou  ttotI  yav  vaoaToX(£wv  I  fiiXoTrof;, 

90p-[Sa  [jL^v  xal  rravxa  veo)(;  eTri.fi /jxopa  Xaov, 
xjj[i.aTt  xal  a'jp(X<7>  TCXa^o[/,£vouq  av£[ji.6)v, 

iX(T/.rfizlc,  ioaoicz'  y.r(.Oie[j.ivqq  8'  IttI  TCfrpat? 
ayJt'jp'li;)  'i"->ZPwv  xotrOavcv  ^x  V!,9[i8<ov 

•/)(jLurra(;  o  TrpfoP'jc;"  I'S'  dq  Xi[Ji£va  y^^'J*"^^  dcXXoi? 

VII.  498 


SIM^NIAOT 

At  aK,  vouac  fiapcia,  t[  8v)  tjio/aiai  (jLeyatpeK; 

avOptoTTOjv  epara  Tiocp  ve'jT'^Tt.  [xivtiv; 
■^  xal  Tt(jiapyov  yXuxeprjc;  au'ovoq  iojAEpaaf; 

yj'tOeov,  TTplv  ISeiv  xoupiSlyjv  i'kojpv. 

VII.  515 


SIMfiNIAOY 

01  [X^v  £|ji^  XT£tvavTe<;  oj/otcov  avTixuxoiev, 
Zeo  ^£vi''  ol  8*  Otc^  yav  0£vTe(;,  fivaivro  ptou. 

VII.  516 
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A  SKIPPER  LOST 
Across  the  Ionian  sea  to  Greece-ward  bound, 

Though  from  his  reckoning  driven  by  wind 
and  wave, 
He  steered  his  little  ship,  and  skill  he  found 

His  freight  and  every  soul  on  board  to  save : 
But  casting  anchor  on  a  reef,  he  fell 

Slain  by  a  blinding  snowstorm's  icy  breath. 
So  while  his  crew  to  port  he  guided  well, 

The  haven  that  he  reached  himself  was  death. 


TIMARCHUS 
O  fell  Disease!  why  doth  thine  evil  heart 

Forbid  man's  soul  in  goodly  youth  to  bide? 
Thou  hast  cut  off  Timarchus  from  his  part 

In  joyous  life  before  he  saw  his  bride. 


A  DOUBLE  WISH 
May  those  who  slew  me  so  be  slain  in  strife, 
And  those  who  buried  me  have  joy  in  life. 
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AAMATHTOT 

"EaTqq  ev  Trpofxaxoti;,  XatpcovtSY],  &8'  dtyopsiioag, 

ri  [jLopov,  yj  vixav,  Zeu,  7roX£(j,oto  StSou, 
Tjvixa  Toi  TTspl  Toccppov  '  A/aitSa  Tyj  tote  vuxtI 

Sui^fjisvlst;  Qpocaioc,  S^piv  eOsvxo  ttovou. 
vKi  [i.yjv  aXX'  apexTit;  as  SiaxpiSov  '^AXii;  aetSet, 
Gepjjiov  ava  ^sivyjv  aI[jLa  xsavra  xoviv. 

VII.  541 
ATAOIOY  SXOAASTIKOY 
A'/]T6io?  xal  nauXo(;  a.Bs.'kfpzco  atj!,9co  eovre 

^uvrjv  [xev  ^lOTOu  au^uyiyjv  IxeTrjv, 
^uva  Ss  xal  AIoLpyji;  \ix'/izr]v  Xiva,  xal  rrapa  Glva 

Bo(;Tropt7)v  ^uvyjv  dfjiipePaXovTO  xoviv. 
ouSe  yap  aXXyjXoiv  J^weiv  tXTCaveuGe  SuvaaOiQV, 
dcXXcx  oijv£Tp£/^£T7]v  xal  Tcapa  <I>£pCT£cp6vy)v. 
Xalpexov,  w  yXuxEpco  xal  o[i6(ppo\>e'  arniccxi  S'rI)pi£0)V 
wqjsXev  ISpuoGai  ^cop-bq  ' Oiiorppoauvriq. 

VII.  551 
AAMASKIOY  OIAOLOOOY 
Zcooipi."/],  7)  Trplv  eouCTa  [jiovoj  xoi  awjjiaxt.  SouXt), 
xal  xoi  ocotxaxi  vijv  eijpev  eXeuOepivjv. 

VII.  553 
AEONTIOY  SXOAASTIKOY 
'0p9£0i;  olyoyii-jou,  xa^a  xit;  x6x£  XeIttexo  Mouca, 
CTEU  Se,  nXaxcov,  90i[X£vo\j,  Tiauaaxo  xal  xiGapv). 
r;v  yap  exl  TTpoxepcov  [ieXIcov  oXiy/^  xit;  aTroppo)^ 
£v  aaiq  aco^o[jL£v/5  xal  9p£ol  xal  na.'koi.y.oi.iq. 

VII.  571 
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CHAERONIDES 

At  that  hour  when  the  foe  with  all  his  brunt 

Strove  surging  round  the  Achaean  camp  by  night, 

You  shouted,  standing  in  the  battle-front, 
'Ye  Gods,  give  victory  or  death  in  fight.' 

Now  Elis  sings  your  valour  high-renowned. 

Mourning  your  blood  shed  here  on  stranger  ground. 

BROTHERS'   LOVE 
Letoius  and  Paulus,  brothers  twain, 

One  fellowship  together  living  kept. 
One  doom  together  shared  when  they  were  lain 

By  Bosporus'  shore,  and  in  the  dust  they  slept. 
Life  undivided  was  their  sole  content: 

Deathward  together  did  their  footsteps  run. 
O  sweet  united  souls!  their  monument 

Should  be  an  altar  built  to  Hearts-at-One. 

ZOSIMA 
Slave — yet  only  in  body  slave — of  yore, 
She  knows  the  body's  bondage  now  no  more. 

A  MUSICIAN 
When  Orpheus  died,  some  Muse  the  lyre  still  fingered : 

But  Plato  passed,  and  mute  the  viol  lies: 
For  in  his  heart  and  in  his  hand  there  lingered 

Some  remnant  of  the  ancient  melodies. 
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lOYAIANOT  AirrnTIGT 

"0(;ti(;  (jls  xpioSoiCTi  fXEaai?  Tap/uoe  0av6vTa 
Xuypa  TraOwv  tu[j.^ou  jjly)S'  oXiyoio  tu/oi, 

TTdcvTEf;  etteI  Ti[icova  vsxuv  Tra-rsouaov  6SiTa.t, 
xal  fjiopoc;  ajxpii,  [loMoiq,  a[X[jLopo?  Yjau/i'/jc . 

vti.  577 

lOYAiANOY  AirrnTior 

Guts  ae  ttovto?  oXeaae  xal  ou  tiveiovte^  driTai, 
dXX'  dxoprjTOt;  spco^;  (poiTaSo?  £[XTropL-/]<;. 

d'r]  [J.0!,  yai-/]!;  oXiyo?  (Bio(;"  ex  Ss  GaXdcror]!; 
aXXoioiv  (jieXsTco  xspSoq  dsXXoixayov. 

VTI.  586 

lOTAIANOT  AirxnTIGY 
KaTGave  [itv  ©soScopot;'  doiSoTioXcov  8e  TiaXaicov 

ttX-zjOui;  oixofjLsv/]  vuv  Gdvev  dcTpexscoi;. 
Traaaydp  dfXTivsiovT!,  auvsTTvss.  rraax  S'  d-safi'/) 
oPevvufiEVOu-  xpi)90rj  S'  e'lv  evl  rrdvTa  Td9cp. 

VII.  595 

IGYAIANGY  AirYHTIGY 

"Clpioq,  eIXe  as  TTaardt;,  dwpiot;  sDi  oe  TU[j.poi;, 
euOaXswv  XapiTcov  avOos;,  'AvaGTaatT]. 

aol  yeveT/)!;,  ool  Tttxpd  ttook;  xard  Sdxpua  Xeifiei, 
ooi  xdxa  xal  TtopGtisu;;  Saxpy/sst.  vsxucov. 

ou  ydp  oXov  Xuxd^avTa  StYivuaat;  ayx^  (Juveuvou, 
dXX'  ^xxaiSsxe-riv,  cpeu,  xarsyei  os  Td90?. 

VII.  600 
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A  CROSS  WAYS  BURIAL 
Whoso  at  crossways  buried  me  when  dead, 

May  no  grave  hold  him  when  he  dies  unblest: 
For  travellers  all  here  trample  on  my  head, 

And  I  alone  in  resting  have  no  rest. 

A  MERCHANT  SEAMAN 
Nor  wind  nor  wave  destroyed  you,  but  the  mart 

And  boundless  lust  of  frenzied  traffic  gains. 
Give  me  short  life  on  land:  I  have  no  heart 

For  profit  wrung  from  fighting  hurricanes. 

THEODORUS 
Our  bard  is  dead:  so  the  departed  host 

Of  ancient  singers  now  past  question  dies. 
In  him  they  breathed:  with  him  gave  up  the  ghost: 

And  all  the  world  of  song  in  one  tomb  lies. 

ANASTASIA 
Timely  to  wed,  untimely  to  be  taken, 

0  child,  the  budding  Graces'  choicest  flower! 
Husband  and  sire  shed  bitter  tears  forsaken, 

And  death's  own  ferryman  did  weep  that  hour. 
Less  than  a  twelvemonth  wert  thou  wedded  wife. 
And  now  at  sixteen  years  dost  end  thy  life. 
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AIOrENOTS  AAEPTIOY 
Myjttots  XuTtyjcjf]  oe  t6  {XY)  ae  tuj^eiv  tivo<;,  aXXa 

TspTTeo  Tiaaiv  ofxco?  olai.  SlScocti  Oed?' 
xal  yap  dOufzyjoat;  6  cocpo?  UzploL-^Spoq  anea^f], 
ouvexEV  oux  sTuxev  Trprj^ioi;  ^?  eSsXev. 

VII.  620 
AE^NIAA  TAPANTINOT 
Aiel  XYjiaxal  xal  dXt(p66pot,  ouSs  Sixatoi 
Kp^TSi;"  Ti(;  Kp-/]Ta>v  oISs  Sixat.o(7uvY]v; 
(b(;  xal  spL£  TrXwovxa  ctuv  oux  suttiovi  cpopxtp 

Kp-/]Ta!,si(;  coaav  TtfxoXuxov  xaO'  aXoi;, 
SeiXaiov.  x^/jyo)  [jlev  aXi^cooii;  XaplSeaat 
xExXaujJia!,,  xufxPco  8'  ou/  utco  TifjioXuxoi;. 

VII.  654 
AEQNIAA  TAPANTINOT 
Tt,v  oXiynv  PcoXov,  xal  xoux'  oXiy^piov,  &  'vep, 

or^pia  TioxicpGey^ai,  xXdpiovO(; ' AXxi^lveui?' 
£t  xai  Tiav  xsxpuTTxai  uti'  6^zlric,  TraXioupou 
xal  [idxou,  ■?)  TTOx'  lyw  87]ioq '  AXxi[i,£v/](;. 

VII.  656 
ANTinATPOY  GESSAAONIKEnS 
O'jxot;  6  AetdvSpoio  Bii.Ti'koQQ,  ouxot;  6  ttovxou 

7rop6ji.6?,  6  [J.-/]  (JLouvcp  xoi  9!.X£ovxi  Pap\!)(;" 
xauG'  'Hpout;  xd  TidpotOev  IrrauXia,  xouxo  x6  Tcupyou 

Xel^{;avov,  6  TrpoSoxY]?  coS'  eTisxeixo  Xu}(VOi;. 
xotvoi;  8'  ducpoxepou^  oS'  S/si,  xd90(;,  el^exi  xal  vuv 
xeivcp  xoi  ^Oovepoi  jjLe(ji90(xevou(;  dvljjtco. 

VII.  666 
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CONTENT 
Grieve  not  to  miss  what  lies  beyond  thy  scope, 

But  take  thy  joy  of  all  that  heaven  doth  dole. 
Sage  Periander  died  of  broken  hope, 

Failing  to  win  the  longing  of  his  soul. 

CRETAN  PIRATES 
Robbers  and  wreckers — right  and  wrong  are  one 

To  Cretans — right  they  never  had  in  mind. 
My  ship  they  seized — rich  lading  there  was  none — 

And  flung  me  in  the  sea  my  death  to  find. 
The  roving  seamew  now  above  me  plains, 
But  not  a  tombstone  covers  my  remains. 

ALCIMENES 
Slight  mound  &  tombstone  slight  enough  to  scorn. 

Nought  else  bespeaks  Alcimenes  but  these: 
Yet,  though  all  hidden  now  by  briar  and  thorn, 

Once  was  I  war-renowned  Alcimenes. 

HERO  AND  LEANDER 
Here  crossed  Leander:  here  the  narrows  scour, — 
Waves  in  whose  turmoil  other  hearts  have 
quailed: 
There  Hero's  dwelling  stood,  yon  ruined  tower, 
Whereon  she  set  her  traitor  light  that  failed. 
Now  rest  they  in  one  burial  side  by  side, 
And  ever  still  that  spiteful  storm  they  chide. 
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ANTHNIGT  0AAAOY 
A\j(;Sai[xov  KXcdcvaCTaa,  au  [ikv  yafxcp  ettaso,  xoupv], 

wpio;;,  dx[Jia[r](;  olcx  x'  scp'  r[kiKiriq' 
oKka  zzoiq  OaXajzotat  yixyLoaTo'Xoc,  ouj(  'Tjjtsvaioc;, 

ouS'  "Hp7]<;  J^uyiyjc;  XapiTTdcSsi;  yjVTiacjav, 
TOv0i[a,o^  aXX'  'AtS'/j?  £7r£x.co[/,aCT£v,  djjicpl  S'  'Ep'-vut; 

'/^[xaTi,  S'  dj  vu(i.9£iO(;  dv/iTTTETo  XafXTrdSt,  TraoTa?, 
TOUTfp  Tzupyiair^c,,  ou  0aXxji.(ov  Exuj^et;. 

VII.  188 

MEAEATPOT 
Ou  ydijLov,  dXX'  'AtSav  £Trivu[i.cpiSiov  KXEapiora 

S£^aTO,  Trap0£viaq  d[i.[j.aTa  Xuo(j.£va. 
ocpxi,  yap  £CTTr£piot  vu[i.9a^  ettI  SixXictiv  aytuw 
Xcoxoi,  xal  OaXd^acov  STrXaxayEuvxo  Oupaf 
Tjwoi  S'  oXoXuypLov  dvExpayov,  ex  S'  'YpLEvaioc 

aiya6£l(;  yoEpov  96£yjjLa  (XESapfjioaaxo. 
al  S'  auxal  xai.  9eyyo(;  sSaSouyouv  Tiapd  Tcaaxco 
TTEuxai,  xal  9Gi[X£va  vepOsv  £9at.vov  oSov. 

VII.  182 
AAESnOTON 
T^TTXE  [KXTT]^  yo6c^>vztq  i[ici  Trapa[j.i;j.vEX£  xujxfico; 

ouSev  ^yoi  6pr;vcov  dcStov  ev  99l[jl£voi(;. 
X^yE  yotov  xal  TiauE,  ttooi?,  xal  izodSec;  £}i.£io 
Xatpexe,  xal  (jiv/i(jly]v  acossx'  'Ajxa^ovtat;. 

VII.  667 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  DEATH 
Ah,  luckless  maiden!  in  thy  fairest  prime, 
Just  as  life's  dial  pointed  marriage-time, — 

Who  sang  thy  wedlock  chime? 
No  Hymenaeus  decked  thy  chamber  door, 
No  lamps  of  Here  flashed  thy  feet  before, 

But  sleep,  that  wakes  no  more, 
Fell,  and  there  came  an  awful  voice  of  doom, 
That  day  the  lights  were  kindled  in  thy  room, 

Thy  chamber  and  thy  tomb! 

CLEARISTA'S  DEATH 
The  spouse  she  found  was  death,  who  came  before 

And  took  her  ere  she  loosed  her  maiden  zone. 
The  flutes  at  even  sounded  round  her  door. 

Her  chamber  rang  wirh  songs  of  merry  tone; 
But  with  the  morn  rose  lamentation  sore, 

The  minstrel's  voice  was  changed  to  wailful  moan: 
The  lamps,  that  flashed  along  the  bridal  floor, 

Now  light  her  spirit  down  the  gloom  alone. 

A  LOST  MOTHER 
Why  linger  idly  mourning  at  my  tomb? 

In  death  I  find  not  aught  for  misery. 
Cease  then,  my  husband,  cease  to  wail  my  doom: 

Farewell,  my  children:  and  remember  me. 
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KAPOTAAIAOT 

Mr)  [ii\J.'l)ri  Traptwv  xa,  jxvrjjjiaTa  [Jiou,  TrapoSixa" 

ouSev  s/co  0p7)vcov  a^tov  ouSs  0av<ov. 
TEKVcov  T£>cva  XsXoiTta'  ixir^c,  dcTTsXauCTa  yuvatxoc 

auyy/jpou'  Tpioaoi?  Traicrlv  sSooxa  ya[XOu?, 
£^  cbv  TToXXaxt.  TraiSst;  epioTc;  ev£xo[{i,ioa  xoXttoic, 

ou8zvbc,  ol[i.co^a(;  ou  voaov,  ou  Oavarov 
01  [It  xaTaoTTELcavxei;  a7ry)piova,  tov  yXuxuv  uttvov 
xoi[xa(79ai  yjiyp-fiv  TrspuJ^av  etc'  euctsPecov. 

VII.  260 
AAESnOTON 
E'l'xoCTi  KaXXixpdcTEia  xal  evvsa  xsxva  xexoucja, 

ouS'  evoc;,  ouxs  [xi^?  eSpax6(jf/]v  Gavaxov. 
aXX'  exaxov  xal  ttIvxs  Si7}vuc7ajj!.y)v  svtauxout;, 
axrjTTCovi  xpopicpav  oux  iTriGeica  /spa. 

vii.  224 
AEONIAA 
'EoTuspiov  x'  7)wov  dcTrtoCTaxo  TroXXdxti;  uttvov 

7)  ypv]0?  Tcev^/jv  nXax6i(;  a[i,ijvo[j.sv7)" 
xai  xt,  Tipoi;  -/jXaxax'/jv  xal  xov  auvspiOov  axpaxxov 

'/^eioev,  TioXiou  yrjpaot;  ay/i  Oupcov, 
xat  XI  TiaptaxlStoi;  St,v£u[jL£V7)  axptt;  ett'  tjoui; 

xeTvov  'A0-/]val-/)i;  auv  Xdcpiaiv  SoXi/ov, 

T^  pixvr]  ptxvou  Trepl  youvaxoi;  (5cpxiov  laxoi 

)(£i.pl  oxpoyyuXXoua'  i[ji.£p6eCT(7a  xp6x'/)v. 

oyStoxovxasxit;  8* '  A/spouaiov  -/juyaasv  {JSojp 

7]  xaXa  xal  xaXco?  IlXaxOt?  U9r,vajji£vr]. 

VII.  726 
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A  HAPPY  DEATH 
Mourn  not,  O  traveller,  for  my  vanished  life : 

In  very  death  I  find  no  misery. 
My  children's  children  live:  I  loved  one  wife, 

Mine  age's  helpmeet.  Sons  I  married  three. 
And  ofttimes  rocked  their  children  on  my  breast. 

But  ne'er  saw  death  or  ailment  fall  on  one. 
Now  have  they  lulled  me  to  a  peaceful  rest 

Among  the  blessed  ones  whose  day  is  done. 

A  CENTENARIAN 
Of  children  nine  and  twenty  that  I  bore, 

Nor  son  nor  daughter  but  remains  alive: 
No  staff  mine  aged  hand  hath  trembled  o'er: 

I  ended  well  my  fivescore  years  and  five. 

PLATTHIS  THE  WEAVER 
Full  oft  at  eve  and  morning  did  she  spoil 

Her  sleep,  while  penury  at  bay  she  held, 
To  wheel  and  distaff,  sharers  of  her  toil, 

Singing — beside  the  gates  of  hoary  eld; 
Whirling  the  loom  till  dawn  unwearily. 

As  o'er  Athene's  course  with  skill  she  sped, 
Or,  laying  withered  hand  on  withered  knee, 

Twined  forthe  wheel  the  rightful  meed  of  thread. 
At  fourscore  years  she  saw  the  flood  of  doom, — 
Platthis,  who  fairly  wove  fair  raiment  at  the  loom. 
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nosEiAinnoY  9i  kaaaimaxgt 

Tov  TpisTT)  Tratt^ovra  reepl  cppsap  'Ap/tavaxTa 

sl'ScoXov  [xop9ai;  XC096V  imaTZOLGCCTO. 
ex  8'  uSarot;  xov  nodSa.  SiaPpo^ov  apTiaas  (zaTTjp, 

oxeTiToptsva  ^aSiq  el'  Ttva  [XoTpav  ^x^'- 
Nu[ji9a(;  8'  oux  ejxiyjvev  6  vrjTrtoi;,  aXX'  im  youvcov 
(xaxpoi;  xo!,[i,a0el?  xov  [iaGuv  uttvov  e^ci.. 

vii.  170 
EPTKIOT 
Ouxcxi  auplyycov  vopiiov  [xcXoi;  dcyxoGi  xauxa? 

aptxo^Yl  PXw0pa(;,  07}pt[ji.a/e,  TrXaxavoy 
ou8e  aeu  ex  xaXdcfXcov  xcpaal  ^oei;  aSu  [liT^iayia 

Sl^ovxai,  axiepa  Trap  Sput  xexXifxevou. 
coXeoe  yap  7rp'/]axr)p  oe  xepauvioq"  al  8'  IttI  [xavSpav 
6(];e  P6e<;  vi9exoi  aTrep5(6(ji.evai  xaxc^av. 

VII.  174 
AIOTIMOT  ol  8t  AEQNIAOY 
Aux6(jiaxai,  8eiXal  ttoxI  xaCiXiov  at  ^6eq  ^X6ov 

e^  opeo(;,  TroXXfi  vi96[j,evai  x^<^^^' 
al',  at,  07)p[[jLa/O(;  Se  Tiapa  8put  xov  [Jiaxpov  eu8eL 
UTTVOV  lxoi[J.r]0y)  8'  ^x  Trupoi;  oupavtou. 

VII.  173 
AI02K0PIA0T 
'EpLTropirji;  Xyj^avxa  OtXoxpixov,  6cpxt  8'  apdxpou 

yci)6ijicvov,  ^civoi  Mcjjl91(;  cxpu(|/e  xatpw" 
^v0a  Spajjiwv  NslXoio  izokix;  p6oq  uSaxiXaPpw 

xavSp*^^  xr;V  oXtyvjv  [BoiXov  aTiY)[j.9laCT£v. 
xai,  ^cooi;  txev  ^9£uye  Trixp/jv  aXa'  vuv  Se  xaXu90el(; 
xu[i,aat  vau'/jyov  axsf^io?  ^^^Z^  xa90v. 

VII.  76 
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A  CHILD  DROWNED 

At  play  beside  a  well,  a  little  child 

Reached  arms  to  catch  his  shadow  in  the  deep: 
His  mother  plucked  him  forth  in  sorrow  wild, 

Looking  if  still  a  breath  of  life  he  keep. 
He  sleeps — and  leaves  the  waters  undefiled — 

Sleeps  on  his  mother's  knee  the  dreamless  sleep. 

A  SHEPHERD'S  DEATH 
No  more  beneath  the  shadow  of  yon  pine 

The  tuneful  music  of  thy  pipe  shall  flow, 
Nor  under  spreading  oak  thy  limbs  recline. 

While  listening  cattle  drink  thy  notes  below: 
A  bolt  from  heaven  hath  slain  thee,  and  thy  kine 

Came  home  belated  through  the  driving  snow. 

THE  SAME 
Down  from  the  hills  unbidden  the  oxen  came  to  the  fold, 

Came  in  a  grievous  plight  covered  with  flakes  of  snow. 
Woe' s  me !  under  an  oak  Therimachus,  fallen  asleep, 

Taketh  his  last  long  rest,  sent  by  a  flash  from  heaven. 

A  MERCHANT  WHO  DIED  IN  EGYPT 
His  traffic  ended,  plough  in  hand,  he  died 

And  found  a  tomb  at  Memphis,  far  from  home. 
Then  rose  the  Nile,  whose  mighty  rushing  tide 

Swept  all  away  his  little  shroud  of  loam. 
So  lies  he,  sunk  and  shipwrecked,  though  he  plied 

Scathless  in  life  across  the  bitter  foam. 
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AIOSKOPIAOY  ol  8k  NIKAPXOT 
Ty]v  yozpoiZc,  Tuveuaaaav  ev  wSiveccri  Aa[xtax7)v 

(ioTara,  NixapsTv^t;  TiaiSa  xai  EuttoXiSoi;, 
ouv  pps^ECTiv  StSufxot?,  SafxiTjV  Y£V0(;,  at  Tuapa  NsiXto 

xpuTTTOUCTiv  AtPuTjc;  'flovs?  eIxoostiv. 
dXXdc,  xopai,  ty]  TTaiSi.  Xeycol'a  Scopa  <pspou(Tat, 

6ep[xa  xaxa  iJ;uxpoi)  Saxpua  /sire  Ta90u. 

VII.  166 

ANTinATPOT 

ToijTO  Toi,  'ApT£!i,[8cop£,  T3C0  £771  CTafiaTt,  jj,a-:7]p 

lays,  Sci8£X£Tr,v  aov  yootoaa  [xopov 
~DX£t'  £[JLa?  coSivo?  6  TToci;  TTOVOt;  1;;  TTOVOV,  S?  TTUp" 

oSXeG'  6  Tzy.[iy.iXzoc,  yziv(x.\j.ivo\^  xAjjlcctoz' 
cjXsto  0'  a  TToGtva  Tspi^ii;  ctsSev  E(;  yap  axa[j.7TT0v, 

I?  Tov  av6aT-/]Tov  ycopov  e[37]?  svlptov 
ouS'  I?  £97][5£tav  v)X0£q,  texo^"  avTi  Se  azXo 

axdcXa,  xal  xco9a  XEiTiETai  ajji.jji.i  xovk;. 

vn.467 

AJ^TTHS 

AoicrOta  Sr]  tocSe  Tiarpl  ^iXco  TiEpl  ZEipe  PaXouoa 
eItc'  'Epaxco,  y_Xcopoi(;  Sxxpuai,  XsijiojjiEva' 

a>  TraT£p,ou  toi  st'  EipiL,  ji-lXai;  S'  sfxov  6(ji(Ji.a  xaXuTiTsi 
ffSf]  d7ro90i[ji£v/]?  xuavEov  0avaTO<;. 

vii.  646 
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LOST  IN  EGYPT 
Eupolis'  daughter,  born  in  Samos  isle, 

Who  closed  in  travail-pangs  her  twenty  years, 
Here  in  the  barren  sands  beside  the  Nile 

Lies  lost  with  her  twin  babes  from  all  her  peers. 
0  maidens!  bring  ye  gifts,  and  weep  awhile, 

Shedding  on  her  cold  tomb  your  burning  tears. 


A  MOTHER  WEEPING  FOR  HER  CHILD 
This  was  the  wail  a  mother  at  the  tomb 
Raised  for  her  child  of  twelve,  mourning  his  doom; 
'Lost  are  my  travail-pains  in  pain  and  fire, 
Lost  all  the  grievous  toiling  of  thy  sire. 
Lost  all  thy  sweet  love :  thou  hast  reached  the  shore 
Without  return  or  mercy  evermore. 
Thou  camest  not  to  youth :  and  now  we  own 
Dumb  ashes  in  thy  stead,  and  this  thy  stone.' 


ERATO'S  LAST  WORDS 
Clasping  her  father,  with  her  latest  breath 

Amid  the  dew  of  falling  tears,  she  cries  :^ 
'O  Father,  I  am  gone:  the  mist  of  death 

Folds  dimly  round  the  darkness  of  mine  eyes.' 


267 


POEMS  ON  DEATH 


AIOSKOPIAOY 
Ta  IliTava  0pacuPouXo<;  en  txGTziSoq  7]Xu6sv  aTrvouq, 

ETTTa  TcpoQ  'Apycicov  Tpaufxaxa  Ss^ocfjievoi;, 
5eixvu<;  dvT^a  Travra'  t6v  alpLaroevxa  S'  6  Trpea^uf; 

TraT8'  em  Trupxairiv  Tuvvixo?  s^tte  TiOeiq* 
AeiXol  xXaieaOwaav  eyco  Se  ce,  tsxvov,  ocSaxpu? 
Gdc^ito,  Tov  xai,  e[i.6v  xal  AaxsSaijjLoviov. 

VII.  229 


EPYKIOY  KTZIKHNOY 

*Avtx'  aTTO  TTToXlpiou  TpsoCTavTa  as  Ss^axo  [xdcTrjp, 
TTcicvTa  t6v  OTrXiarav  x6a(j.ov  6Xco>.£x6Ta, 

auTcic  TOt  (poviav,  Aa[J.aTpi£,  auTixa  X6Yxav 
zlizt  Sta  7rXaT£cov  cooapieva  >;ay6vcov 

KdcrOave,  [jirjS'  l/^'^*^  STCtxpTa  'Ji6yov  ou  yap  Ixetva 
Y^[i,7TXaxev,  el  SeiXoui;  T0upt,6v  £6pe(j;e  yaXa. 
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OIAinnOY  0E2SAAONIKBQS 

Atkioq  6  Gpaouxetp,  "Apyou;  7rp6[j(.o?,  6  4'eXi,a)oa(; 

au/eva  /puCToScroii;  ^x  rroXepLou  cfTccpavoic;, 
T7]^i(i,eX£T  vouocp  xexoXoujjievoi;,  eSpaixs  Oujxw 

^i;  7rpOT£p-/]v  ^pycov  dcpaeva  jjiapTupL'/jv, 
cjac  8'  UTTo  CTTtXayxvoii;  TtXaru  9aayavov,  ev  (ji6vov  eiTicov, 

"AvSpai;  "ApYj?  xxetvei,  SctXoxf  poui;  St  voao?. 
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POEMS  ON  DEATH 

A  SPARTAN  FATHER 

Lifeless  home  upon  his  shield 

Came  the  warrior  from  the  field, — 
Seven  his  wounds,  and  frontward  every  one: 

Calmly  then  his  aged  sire 

Laid  the  corse  upon  the  pyre. 

Speaking  words  of  high  desire, 
'Tears  for  a  craven's  death,  not  thine,  my  sonl 

Tearless  I  will  bury  thee. 

Child  of  Sparta  and  of  me. 

Well  done!  well  done!' 

A  SPARTAN  MOTHER 

When  the  mother  saw  her  son 

Trembling  from  the  battle  run. 
All  his  glory  lost  and  knightly  fame : 

Swift  a  bloodstained  spear  she  spied, 

Seized  and  plunged  it  through  his  side. 

Speaking  words  of  lofty  pride, 
'Die,  and  let  not  Sparta  bear  thy  blame. 

Hers  is  not  the  sin  and  scorn, 

If  my  womb  hath  cowards  borne. 
O  shame !  O  shame ! ' 

A  CHIEF'S  DEATH 
Aelius,  daring  of  hand,  the  chieftain  of  Argos  who  twined 
Wreaths  of  gold  on  his  brow  after  the  wars  were  done, 
Caught  by  a  pining  sickness  and  maimed,  ran  backward 
in  thought 
Over  his  bygone  life's  warrior  story  of  deeds; 
Then  in  his  heart  plunged  deep  his  blade,  saying  only 
a  word — 
'Men  find  death  by  the  sword,  cowards  byslow  disease.' 
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AEQNIAA  TAPENTINOT 

G^ptv  Tov  xpiylpovTa,  tov  suaypov  arro  xupTcov 

t^tovxa,  TOV  alOuiT)?  TtXeiova  v7]5a[jievov, 
IjQuo'kyiiCTripcc,  oayrivEa,  )(y)pa[jtoSuT7]v, 

ouxt  TToXuaxdcXfxou  uXcoTopa  vauTt,XiY)(;, 
l(ji7Tr]?  out'  '  ApxToupot;  dcTroaXeoev,  outs  xaTatyii; 

■/]Xaaz  Taq  7Zok\aq  tcov  Itewv  SsxdcSai;' 
dXX'  £0av'  EV  xaXup-f]  oxoivitiSl,  Xu/vo(;  oTioia, 

Toi  ^Aaxpoi  aPsoOdt;  Iv  Xpo"^9  auTOfxaTO;;. 
orifjia  8k  tout'  ou  TiaiSe?  e9r)p[jLooav,  ouS*  ofJioXexTpoi;, 

aXXa  auvepyaTtv-/]<;  i/Ou^oXwv  Qiixaoq. 

VII.  295 

AEQNIAOT 
E'l'r]  TTOVTOTTopCji  ttXooi;  oupio?'  rjv  8'  (5tp'  dc'^rjTir)?, 

(be;  Epie,  Tot?  'AtSsco  Trpoi^TisXaCT-f)  Xifxeotv, 
ijL£^9£o0co  jj,-/]  XatTfj-a  xax6^£vov,  dcXX'  eo  ToX^tav, 

o^tk;  (X(f)'  r)!i.sT£pou  TtelojxaT'  eXuae  Ta90u. 

VII.  264 

nosEiAinnoT 

NauTiXoi,  eyyu<;  aXot;  xi  [iz  OaTCTSTs;  xoXXov  (5cv£u0e 
^ciaat.  vau7]you  TXrijjLova  TUfji^ov  sSei,. 

cppioCTCo  xupiaTOc;  vjxo^;  e[J.6v  (jiopov.  aXXa  xai  ouTcot; 
XaipsTs,  N!.xY)T-/]v  oiTivsi;  olxTipsTe. 

VII.  267 

lOYAIANOY  AirTnTIOT 

HoXXdcxi  [Jiev  t6S'  asioa,  xal  sx  tu[jlPou  8^  (ioYjaw 
IliveTe,  Ttpiv  TauTTjv  a^9i[3aX-^a6e  x6vt.v. 

VII.  32 
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A  POOR  FISHERMAN 
By  cunning  creels  he  gat  his  daily  prize, 
Wont  like  a  merlin  o'er  the  waves  to  leap, 

Netting  the  crannied  rocks  in  fisher's  guise. 
Scorning  the  stately  galley's  long-oared  sweep. 
His  fourscore  years  did  break  not  suddenwise 

By  stormy  star  or  hurricane  from  the  steep; 
But  in  his  reed-hut,  as  a  taper  dies, 
After  his  many  days  he  fell  asleep. 

This  tomb  nor  child  nor  goodwife  bade  arise, 
But  faithful  fellow-craftsmen  of  the  deep. 

A  SAILOR'S  TOMB 
Fair  winds  befall  the  mariner  on  his  ways! 
But  if  his  barque,  as  mine,  some  storm  bewrays. 

And  drives  him  to  the  harbour-home  of  doom, 
He  shall  not  chide  the  waves  as  merciless; 
Nought  is  to  blame  save  his  foolhardiness. 

Who  dared  to  loose  his  moorings  from  my  tomb. 

FEAR  AFTER  DEATH 
Why  set  ye  here  a  shipwrecked  sailor's  grave? 

Far  should  my  mound  be,  not  beside  tbe  sea. 
I  shudder  at  the  deadly  roaring  wave: 

Yet — fair  befall  ye,  all  who  pity  me. 

A  MORAL 
Oft  in  life  I  sang  the  strain, 

Now  from  death  I  cry  aloud: 
'Drink  ye,  comrades,  drink  again. 

Ere  the  dust  shall  wind  your  shroud.' 
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Addaeus  of  Macedon,  4th  cent  BC  154 

Addaeus  of  Mitylene,  uncertain  242 

Aesopus,  6th  cent  BC  98 
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212,  214,  218,  258 
Antiphilus,  ist  cent  AD  6,  104,  134,  136,  188 
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Antonius  Thallus  v.  Thallus 
Anyte,  [?]  3rd  cent  BC  266 

Apollonides,  ist  cent  AD  156  bis 

Archias,  2nd  cent  BC  6,  40,  182,  184,  228,  238 
Aristodicus  of  Rhodes,  unknown  180 
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Ariston,  uncertain  176 

Asclepiades,  3rd  cent  BC  4,  16,  18,  28,  38,  48, 

60,  78,  210 
Bacchylides,  6th  cent  BC  124 

Besantinus,  uncertain  102 

Callimachus,  3rd  cent  BC  38,  74,  208,  230,  236, 

264 
Carphyllides,  uncertain  262 

Cometes  Chartularius,  late  AD  60 

Crates,  [?]  4th  cent  BC  56 

Crinagoras,  ist  cent  BC  88 

Damagetus,  200  BC  254 

Damascius,  6th  cent  AD  254 

Demiurgus,  unknown  206 

Diogenes  Laertius,  [?]  2nd  cent  AD  224,  228, 

258 
Dionysius  of  Cyzicus,  uncertain  230 

Dionysius  of  Rhodes,  uncertain  230 

Dionysius  Sophistes,  uncertain  1 6 

Dioscorides,  2nd  cent  BC  34,  248,  264,  266,  268 
Diotimus,  3rd  cent  BC  234,  264 

Eratosthenes  Scholasticus,  3rd  cent  BC         1 30 
Erycius  of  Cyzicus,  [?  J  istcentBC  268 

Erycius  of  Thessaly,  [?]  ist  cent  AD     244,  264 
Evenus  of  Sicily,  5th  cent  BC  198 

Hegemon,  unknown  248 

Hegesippus,  300  BC  142,150 

Heracleides  of  Sinope,  [?]  2nd  cent  AD         244 
Heracletus,  ist  cent  BC  250 
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Julius  Polyaenus,  ist  cent  BC  92,  98,  102 
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118,  144,  154,  160  bis,  168,  176,  178,  208, 
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Leonidas  of  Tarentum,  3rd  cent  BC  144,  152, 

202,  258  bis,  270 
Leontius,  6th  cent  AD  254 

Lucian,  2nd  cent  AD  98,  100,  102,  242 

Lucillus,  ist  cent  AD  58,  nobis 

Maecius,  unknown  154 

Macedonius,  6th  cent  AD  2,  8,  42,  52,  56,  68, 

72,  122,  126,  128  bis,  132,  192,  194 
Marcus  Argentarius,  uncertain,  2,  4,  10,  22,  36, 

56,  112,  150,  182 
Marcus  the  younger,  uncertain  198 

Marianus  Scholasticus,  uncertain  170 

Meleager,  ist  cent  BC  2,  4,  10,  24,  26,  28,  34,  36 

bis,  38,  46,  50,  58,  60,  62,  64  ter,  66  bis,  68  bis, 

70,  146,  168,  170,  174  bis,  176,  180,  260 
Metrodorus,  uncertain  io6 

Mnasalcas,  4th  cent  BC   142,  158,  162,  i8o,  234 
Mundus  Munatius,  uncertain  198 

Nicarcus,  ist  cent  AD  266 

Nicias,  3rd  cent  BC  144,  172  bis 

Oracle  84,  100 

Palladasof  Alexandria,  5th  cent  AD  22,  60,  84 

bis,  86,  90  ter,  92,  94  bis,  96,  98,  100,  106,  188 
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Paulus  Silentiarius,  6th  cent  AD  8, 1 2, 1 8, 20, 24 

28,  30,  32,  40  bis,  42  bis,  44,  54  bis,  62,  70  bis, 

74,  76,  80,  86  bis,  124,  126,  128,  130  bis,  132, 

148,  242 
Perses,  300  BC  158 

Philemon,  [?]  4th  cent  BC  220 

Philippusof  Thessalonica,  [?!  istcent  AD  122, 

132  bis,  138  bis,  158,  202,  268 
Philodemus,  ist  cent  BC      6,  10,  30,  48,  72,  74 
Plato,  5th  cent  BC  26  bis,  46,  1 16,  190 

Plato  Comicus ,  5th  cent  BC  1 04 

Pompeius,  uncertain  198,  232 

Poseidippus,  3rd  centBC  28,  62,  72,  104,  264, 

270 
Ptolemy,  2nd  cent  AD  190,  226 

Rufinus,  uncertain  4,  16,  18,  22,  26,  46,  50  bis, 

76,  78  bis,  80,  190 
Sappho,  7th  cent  BC  502 

Simmias,  4th  cent  BC  1 84,  2 1 8,  224 

Simonides,  5th  cent  BC  118,  126,  152,  214,  236 

ter,  252  bis 
Statyllius  Flaccus  unknown  240 

Straton,  2nd  cent  AD  12,  48 

Thallus,  ist  cent  AD  156,  260 

Theaetetus  Scholasticus,  [?]  3rd  cent  BC        120 
Thyillus,  unknown  148 

Tullius  Laureas,  i  st  cent  BC  212 

Tymneus,  2nd  cent  BC  172,  248 
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Babylon  197 
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